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FOR THE 


Away to the field, fee che morning looks gre 


X. 


THIRD VOLUME, 


As bright as the morning, the ſons of the chace — | 
Away, away ye brave fox-hunting race — 
A ſweet - ſcented beau and a ſimpering young eit — 


Away, away, we've crown'd the day 

At the ſound of the horn | — 
Awak' d by the horn, like the ſpring deck'd in green — 
As down on Banna's banks I ftray'd one ev'ning in May 


And I'll o'er the moor 


to Maggie 


Auld Rob Morris that wins in your glen 
As I ſat at my ſpinning wheel — 
An Pl away to bonny Tweed fide 
As Dermot toil'd one ſummer's day 


As 1 was ganging o'er the lee 


All on the pleafant banks of Tweed 


A bonny lad there was 


As early I walk' d on the firſt of fweet May — —— 
Ann thou wert my ain thing = OBE PS. WS 4 £8, 


* 1 . 
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And did ycu not hear of a jolly young waterman — 


A buſy humble bee was I 
As IG home the other dy 
epherd's mournful fate 


„Ah the 


Ah why muſt words my.fl ime reveal 


Aſk if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet ————  —— 


Ee — 


* — 
— — — 
e 


* — 


Again in ruſtic-weeds array — 


As calms ſucceed when ſtorms are paſt 


4 . 
N , 


* a * 


At the cloſe of the day when the hamlet is fill —= 
At a jovial meeting of gods once on high 
Adieu, ſweet Avon, gentle ſtream 

eet was moor'd 

Ah, Delia, ſee the fatal houͥ rr. 


All in the downs the 
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. Do * heather ſportſman — — 1 3 


| Faireſt Jenny, thou mun love ms. —— 171 


. 
A lague of thoſe muſty lubbers — 321 
A ſailor's love is void of art — 326 
At noon, on a ſultry ſummer's 5 — — 327 
A dying thruſh young Edwy foun — 335 
Ancient ſages fondly ſpe.ü⸗łé„uy s — 2341 
| B 
Bright Fn the day with roſy fare — 14 
1 ye, buſk ye, my bonny bride — 2 


wy moon-light on the green ——— 
Blythe Jockey, young and gay ; 2 125 
Beneath a green ſhade, I found a fair maid — 172 
By me the honeſt man be pris d 
Be huſh'd, ye ſweet birds, and forbear your ſhrill voice 299 


0 
g rouze, brother ſportſmen, the hunters all c s 
Come away, come away, hark the mellow horn ſounds $ —, 40. 


Dome rouſe from your trances — e 


Cold and raw the North did blow 
Come let us be jolly my boys — — — 
8 — . — man, now give his toaſt | — 210 


29 ye gem men yolunteers. I. 

Chime cheer up my lads, tis to glory we 70h — 224 
Come ſin . round my fay'rite tree — — 241 
Come haſte to the wedding ye friends and ye neighbours 262. 
Come liv wich me and be my 1o ve — 2438 
Celia hoard thy charms .no more eee ee 252. : 
Come, Colin lin Kate rural ſwains TOON... on 27 
Cable was old odge's wife Y | 

Can love be controuled by advice © — = 


Come, come, my good ſhepherds, our i flocks we. s 3 


Cauld I her 722 rs r 
Came, cour: * ads and drink away = * 


enen 


ihe thy faithful ſlave e oi 
D | 


Dumbarton's drums beat bonny- O — 
Defend my heart, ye virgin powrskꝛqdæa— — 2; 


JeQted as true converts die?? —— 34 
Diltant hie thee carping care — 342 

| | K f | 
Fait, honey, in Ireland 1d find out a flaw — 10 
Farewel to weten, and fare wel my Jean — 128 
Fy let us. a' to the bridal — — 1129 


4 


Page 
Free: from noiſe and free from ſtrfe . w_n—__— 44, 
Fair is the ſwan, theermine white 251 
Fairer than the op'ning lilies & ˙ ow 251 
From flow'r to flow'r, the butterfly — 2354 
Farewel ye green fields and ſweet groves — 274 
Farewel to Old England, thy white cliffs adieu — 
or ever, O mercileſs fait — 331 
12 or various purpoſes ſerves the fan —— — 
Friendſhip is the bon of reaſon — 37 
G 
Give round the 8 siſmount, aifinount — 4 
2 eroy Was a bonny b A. — — 1 
Dia most Os la — — 144 
H 


Hark! hark! the huntſmen ſounds his horn! 8 
Hark ! hark ye, how echoes the horn in the vale— 8 
ark.! the horn calls a — ws P 


ark! hark I the ſhrill horn calls the ſporiſmen Ae 9 
Hark i the ſweet horn proclaims afar — 1 5 
Hark, hark! the jo Joy-1n $7.7 Mpiriog horn — 
Hark! away, tis rry-toned Wk” | hank 


Hark i hark! the ket — — 
Hark, echo, ſweet echo | repeats the loud ſtraig — F 
Hark, forward ! away my braye boys to the chace <—— 33 
How ſweet in the woodlands _ ——— — 37 
Hark away ! hark awa ay — 
| Hark hark | to the ſound of tis ſweet winding ES 
ark } hark! jolly ſportſmen awhile to my tale 3 
EI hark! from the woodlands the loud ating hors f 
Hark l the buntſman's began to.ſound the ſhrill hor 
Hark ! the hollow woods reſounding 
ark! bark I. jolly ſportſman away to the horn — 7 
wk | from the cottage by the filent ftream — - —— 
ow ſweetly ſmells the immer green — 145 
Honeſt man John Ochiltree — 161 
How blithe was I each morn to f. — 774. 
Hear me, ye nymphs and-ev'ry [wait — 
Here's to the m is of bach ful fifteen — — 24 
He comes, he comes, the hero comess˖ñl. 2 
1 PPY> harmleſs, — 4 pair 5 4 5 — 1 | 
afk to'thy living li | — 18 
How ſweet the on lac of een — 
Meir ths es oe of him who loves — — 3327 


1 3 
( 1 } > 
1 bn. 
| | | | Page 
1 J am a jolly huntfman n  & womeeeres a4 
x Isgt my ſtory you'd know? I was Patrick Mulroony -— 88 
i I winna marry any man but Sandy o'er the lee — 103 
= I fing of a war ſet on foot for a toy — 104 
In the winter when the rain rain'd cauld — 146 

| It was ſummer ſo ſoftly the breezes were blowing — 158 
| I was anes a well-tocher'd laſs ann 150 
1 In April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain  —— 162 
1 I have a green purſe and wee pickle gowd — 163 
1 I will awa' wi' my love — — 16 
il I yield dear laſſie you have won — 16 
= I'm a hearty good fellow, a ruby-noſed ſot — 247 
1 If *tis joy to wound a lover — — 249 
N In my pleaſant native plaing  ——  ——— 264. 
| IF all the world and love were youngꝛ⁊ ³ĩ1v . 266, _ 
"1 In London my life is a ſceneof delight * — ce - 
'L In airy dreams ſoft fancy fliese — 3328 

| ockey met with Jenny fa — 148 
| | ockey fou, Jenny fain www — — — 
0 : ſockey was a dowdy lad — —— I 
| . L p 


Laft Valentine's day when bright Phzbus ſhone clear "ay x 


> Let other's Damon's praiſe rehearſe . 


225 
Life's like a ſhip in conſtant motion! !!!„ĩ%“'Uu = 
Long at thy altar, god of o ye: — 33; 
: FD | e 
My Jenny and I have toiledi — — 89 


My ſweet pretty Mog, you're as ſoft as a bog —— 13 
My ſoger laddie | 168 
Mes beaus cuillets doux, come my pretty pinks buy — 218 
- My fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt 233 : 
My Nancy leaves the rural train — 2 


. 
* 
W % > * i 
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Now perps the ruddy morn o'er mountain top 3 
Now the hill-tops are burniſh'd with azuse and gold — 67 


No the ſun's gane out o fight = en 
ow what ye Wha I met yeſtern - 8 1 
2niy's tothe green-wood gane == —_ 188 


Near a thick grove whoſe deep embow'ring ſhade _ 24 
Night and day the anxious lover 31 


( v ) 


I : O : : 

85 | 5 Page, 
Ober the lawns, up the hills, as with ardour we bound — 
On the green- ſedgy banks of the ſweet winding Tay — 80 
O Sandy why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to moura — 92 
On Tweed's {weet pleaſant banks? — 106 
O Bothwell banks thou bloomeſt fair — 107 
O Beſſy Bell, and Mary Gray 0 — — — 119 
Of the Ancients its ſpeaking my ſoul you'd be after — 122 
On Tay's green banks I'll boldly tell.— 127 
On Etrick's banks in a ſummer's night. — 1 88 
O had away, had awa —— — 16 
O ſteer her up and had: her gw n 1889 
O ye who bathe in courtly bliſs — e 
On pleaſures ſmooth wing how old time ſteals away —— 234 
Oo greedy Midas I've been told — 4 
O fing unto my rounde lj — 289 
Of all the things beneath the ſun — 30 


On Entick's green meadows where innocence reigns -— 308 
One day as I ſat with a blooming young lass 313 


O, lovelypeace ! with plenty crowned — 32 
O ceaſe to mourn unhappy youth — — 3236 
Old Saturn that drone of a god — 339 
pP : 


Pain'd with her lighting Jamie's love eee 193 
Poor Sawney had marry'd a wife | 


] | a — 19 
Poob melancholy bird, that all night long — 225 
Poor Orra tink of Yanko deer — 272 
Phillis for ſhame let us improve — 4 

| 2 R | LN 
Rouze, rouze, jolly ſportſmen the hounds are all out 
Rob's*Jock came to woo our Jenn — 

Return homeward my heart again — 192 
Rail no more ye learned aſſes ——5—6Ä 2446 
Ring the bell and fill the bowl == = | — 298 

5 _— OOO 

_ Since Jenny ſhe has marry'd with Auld Robin Grey 1e 
Smiling morn the breathing ſpring — 230 
Should auld e . forgot 82 
Saw ye Jenny Nettles — — — — 196 

Swift, Sandy, young and gay,, —2 — 19 
Shepherds wou'd ye hope to pleaſe us — — 23 
Soft invader of my ſoul own — 2236 


Shepherd ceaſe your ſof: complaining —— 7 
Shepherd, fly me, come not near me 2 128 27 


cn) 
2. 


Ee courſe rung d with bs, the ſports a are begun = 


et mercy is the lovelieſt flower 233 
| E en IRDEa e e 288 
Nager, s Hall, we * fellows invite 8 
The 2 ghtly horn awakes the morn —— 10 
ble chad"curtain's undrawn — 17 
— high pois'd lark Prey the op'ning dawn war 7 
The ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains widhgotd - +. ao 
The hunt is begun, hark pl the ſound of the horn an 32 
The hounds ure all out, and the morning does . 34 
The grey-ey'd Aurora, in ſaffron array 42 
2 morning breaks — — Ly 4 
The dufky night rides down the fy — | 
The hunters are up, and the ruddy- fac'd morn 3d 
Aurora peep'd into my room — 6 


The 
The layle doth invite the dull ſportſmen with ſong 
The ing is charming, ee is ga — o 
The whiſtling-ploughman balls the bluſhing morn = 66 
chace oer the plain, the fox or the haare, 
wiand lads think they are fine —— _ 
ruddy«morn blink'd o'er the brae  —_—— 
e tuneful lay*rocks cheer the grove — 
he ſummer it was ſmiling, all nature round was gay 
*Twas at the dead of night, ſoon after r Jenny wed, . 
buxom' un — 


The girts of Killennys fo 
laſs of 's mill — 
Doss within a furlong 'of Edinburgh town . 
Tho for ſeven years and mair honour nds reve me 
morn was fair, faft was the air 
This is no mine ain kouſe . 
Tis I have ſeven braw new gowhs 
Twas in a village near Caſtlebuty 
The — — to engage ſhall be — 
The wand' ring faitor ploughs the main 
The heavy hours are àAlmoſt 
Re Tous with graceful pride 
. bark that holds our treafure - 
ED, * world, my dear Mira, is full of deceit ny 
Tell me, lovely ſhepherd, where — 
Tas at the gate o Calole, 4 arth tels— 
7 not her eyes, though oriefit mines 
1 He Is Vike a troudled ſea | | 


— 
pride of ry grove I che —-Tt 
— 
— 


le lun in virgin luſtre none 

he fife and drum ſound merrilß , | 

he ponderous cloud was black and ex- 
8 


\( ww 


; 2 / | Page 
The ſprightiy eye, the roſy-cheele — 32% 
: 8 = my U Wh 
Vacouth-is this moſs-covered grotto of ſtone— 29%, 
When thro” the woods the hunter's trace | mn 186 
When the 2 peeps forth, and the zephyrs cool 

8 —— —— f Kon) 1 
When Phaebus begins juſt to peep o'er the hills 7 
When faintly gleams the Jouktful day "(© — 35 
Would you taſte the perfume of the morn — 37- 
When join'd in the _ fly Reynard in view 55 
When Phœbus the tops of the hills does adorn 


With horns and with heunds Iwaken the dag 2 
M lav rocks ſweet and yellow broom 
ill you go to the Ewe Bughts, Marion — 
When weary Sol gang'd down the Welt —— 
When firſt L kenn' d young Sandy's face — 
When o'er the downs at early day v— 
Mhen the ſheep are in the fauld, and the ky at home 
1 from 3 p — 
{ith tunc ipe and merry glee, young Jockey 
With tuneful * — — — ur 
When firſt my dear Laddie gade to the green- hill 
When trees did bud, and fields were green — 
When ſummer comes the ſwains on Tweed — 
When Jemmy firſt began to love — 
With tuneful pipe and merry glee — 
What gore the fouliſh mayde complain 
When I think on my lad — 
When I have ſax-pence under my thumb 
When innocent 3 our pleaſ ure did crown 
Will you go to the Ewe-bughts, Marion 207 
When the Li, : catch the breeze, and the anchor is 
weigh' | | | 
When keen adrecfity aſſails 
Whilſt happy in my native land _ 
When Britain firſt at heav'n's command 
When late a fimp:e ruſtic laſs — 240 
While beaus to pleaſe the ladies write | 


—— 
* 
21 
a 
. 
6 * 


K 


— + 21 


| e 245 
When Y anco dear fight far away — 26 
What's ſweeter than the new- blown roſe = 265 
While others ftrip the new. fallen ſnows — 273 
What naughty things we women are — 277 
When war's alarms entice my Willy from me — 279 
When firſt I ſaw the graceful maid — 282 
When fairies are lighted by night's filver queen 282 

When firſt the youth his fears forſook $ 


2 2 
When Molly ſmiles beneath her coc 282 
What tho' the bloom of ſpring is gone, 


a 8 c— 28> 
When Fanny to woman is growing apace, 


— 297 
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45 * 2 1 E 1 Page” 
What my good fire bequeath'd, when of age I poſſeſs'd 3360 
Why ſleeps my ſoul ! my love ariſe —— 303 
While other's on pleaſure's ſoft boſom reclinõd — 305 
With the ſun I riſe at morn — 314 
When firſt upon your tender cheek — 317 
We, on the preſent hour relying — — 319 
Woman, thoughtleſs, giddy creature, w-—— 33280 
White as ber hand, fair Julia threw. . — 321 

ith an honeſt old friend, and a merry old ſong 322 

What argufies pride and ambition —— 32 
Was love a ſweet paſſion, how bleſt ſhould I be 32 
What pleaſure I feel when ſequeſter'd from town 330 


Ye ſluggards who murder your life times in ſleep — 39 
Ye ſportſmen draw near, and you ſportſwomen too K 5: 
Young Jockey blith as early dawn — | 3 | 
Young jockey he courted ſweet Mog the Brunette —— 22 


Ye rivers ſ limped and clear rr | 229 
Ye roſy-fac'd ſons of the rich purple juice wm 276 
e virgin power's defend my heart — 
You that love mirth, attend to my ſong 324 
Oross Ax x of Scotch words — 343. 
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THE 


HUNTING SONGS... - 


Written by Mr. Dx B DIN. 
To Batchelor's Hall we good fellows lavite, . 
To partake of the chace that makes up our delight 


We have ſpirits like fire, and of health ſuch a ſtock, 
That our pulſe ſtrikes the ſeconds as true as a . 


Did you ſee us, you'd wear, as 7 5 mount wigh a 


ace, N Wo 
That Diana had dubbꝰd 8 new 8 ofthe ok _. 
Hark away, hark away, all nature looks gay, _ a 


And Aurora with miles uſhers in the bright day. Hoe? - 1 5 3 
vob, BD. of 


7 4 4. w%* % 


| Dick Thickſet came mounted upon a fine black, 
A better fleet gelding ne'er hunter did back ; 
Tom Trig rode a bay, full of mettle and bone, 
And gaily Bcb Buxom rode proud on a roan 
But the horſe of all horſes that rival'd the day 
Was the ſquire's Nags Nothing: and that was 
a grey. 
Hark away, &c. 
Then for hounds, there was Nimble, ſo well that 
cClimbs rocks, | 
And Cocknoſe, a good one at kenting a fox; 
Little Plunge, like a mole who wil ſecret and 
„ Jearch,. | 
And beetle-brow'd Hawk's-eye, ſo dead at ah : 
_ Young Sly-looks, who ſcents the ſtrong breeze 
| from the ſouth, — - | 
And muſical Echo-well, with his deep mouth. 
Hark away, &c. 


Our horſes thus all of the very, beſt blood, 
"Tis not likely you'll eafily find ſuch a ſtud; 
And for hounds, our pions with-thouſands wed 
J 
That all England throughout can't produce ſuch | 
5 a pack. 
Thus, having deſcribed you dogs, l and 
crew, 
297 we ſet off, for the fox: is in view. 
en away, &c. | 


Sly mand. brought Hh while ihe hams = 
| | ſound a call, 


And now you're all wn to Batchelor" s Hall. 


Ihe 


nn 
The ſav'ry ſirldin grateful ſmoaks on the board, 


And Bacchus pours wine from his favourite hoard; 
Come on then, do honour to this jovial place, 


And enjoy the \. nen that N th 
chace e 


Hark away, hark away, all nature lobks gay, 
Let us drink to the joys of the next doming day. 


4 — 


Harx! hack | ! the W funds his horn, 
Let's tipple away che roſy morn, ton, ton, ton. 
We'll hunt the bottle from ſun to ſun, 
And hallo the glatles the courſe to run. 

'Ton, ton, &. | 


Each merry young toper W 
And inſtead of a green, wear m0 ww wa, 
ton, &. 
We'll ſcorn their bows, their china: 
We'll hunt with long pipes, and ride upon tuns. 
| Ton, ton, &c. | 


Well vharge with tobacco, and TOY the ery, 4 
Till failing of ſpeed, the bottle ſhall die, ton, 


ton, Kc. 


: And then for a horn make uſe of a bell, 


- Whoſe clangour ſhall rouſe him, and make him 
run well, 


Ton, ton, &c. 
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When thus reviv'd we'll merrily fing, 


2 
& 


And joining in chorus make the woods ring, ton, 


ton, &c. 
Our game we'll eagerly purſve, 
Our glaſſes filling, our cauſe renew. 
Ton, ton, &c. 


| Our ſong ſhall reach the diſtant plain, 9 


And echo ſhall ſummon the weary ſwain, ton, 


Eon, . 
The welcome ſport he gladly hears, 


His toll and labour no more fears, 


Ton, ton, &c. 


A pipe he takes, and charges high, © 5 
And after the bottle does nimbly fly, ton, ton, & cc. 
At length, with wg force and ſpeed, 


* 1. 


He makes the gen rous victim ble. 


ee 


As le chan the wound the blood does paſs, ; 
He boldly ventures: to. fill his glaſs, ton, ton, Ke. 
Nor fears to taſte the flowing gore, 


| But s and drinking, ſtill hunts for more. 


Ton, ton, &c. 


Then fill you; glaſſes merrily round, 


Since thus ſupply'd with hare ny hound, ton, 
F OY 

While Cheartul Bacchus leads us on, . 

We'll follow in chorus with ſprightly ton, ton. 
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III. R's 

Cows, rouze, | brother ſportſmen, the * all 
cry. 5 
We've got a good ſcent and a fav” ring ſky ; 
THY horn's ſprightly notes, and the lark's early 
ſong, 


Will chide the dull ſportſmen for lleeping ſo long. 
Bright Phœbus has en us dhe glimpſe of hi. 


face, 
Peep'd in at our windows, and calls to the chace: | 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 
And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his 
ray. h 


Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps to lie down ; 
And if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may fro y n!: 
But tell her, that love muſt to hunting give place 
For as well as Her ITY there are 1 in med EZ 
chace. | 


Look a look 8 Renn I ot; 5 : 

At his britſh. | egg e, follows W. nen and 
Fly }--- 3633 3315 13 1s. TY 

They ſize on EY prey, ſee his UP es! 
:yolt-3 

We're in. at the death---now lev 5 home to the 
bowl. 


— 


B 3 e 


1 There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and toaſt to the king, 
From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring ; 


To George, peace and glory may heaven diſpenſe, 
And fox hunters flouriſh a thouſand years ones; 


- 


SS. — 
= Fd 
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Han, Bülk ye, how echoes the horn in th 
vale, 
Whoſe notes do fo fportively dance on the gale, q 
To. charm us to barter, for ignoble reſt, | 
'The joys which true pleaſure can raiſe i in the 
breaſt: 
The morning is fair, and in labour with - 
And the cry of the huntſman is hark, hark, away : 
Then wherefore defer we one moment, our joys? 
Haſte, haſte, let's away, {o to horſe, my brave boys. 


What pleaſure can equal the joys of the chace, 
Where meaner delights to more noble give place ? 
While onward we preſs, and each ſorrow defy, 
From valley to valley re-echoes the cry : | 
Our joys are all ſterling, no ſorrow we fear, | 
We bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old 
+ Ges | 
Forgetful of labour, 7 o'er " An. it - 
Led on oy, the horn, and the WA of the hounds. 


* 5 : | „ 
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V. 
RE CITATIVE. 


H ARE! the horn cal's away, 
Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, . 


Quit the * of ſloth and ariſe. 


AIR. 
From the Eaſt breaks the morn, 
1 See the fun-beams adorn „ 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo Nel, 
I : The wild heath, cc. 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 


And the floods and the vallies reply, 
And the floods, &c. | | 


Our fore- fathers ſo good. 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount'ring the hart and the Wks ; 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar. 


Hence, of noble deten, 15 


Hills and wilds we frequent, | 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd; 
Tho' in life's buſy day, | 


Man of man makes a prey, 


Still let ours be the prey of the field. 
«Avira Tinh | Wich 


(+) 
With the chace full in fight, 
Gods ! how great the delight ! f 
How our mortal ſenſations refine ! 
Where is care, where is fear ? 
| Like the winds inthe rear, 
= - And the man's loſt in ſomething divine. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys; 
Lo ! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, . 
And renew the Chace « over * bowl. 


VI. 


, RECITATIVE. 


Now peeps ales ruddy dawn oer thoutitain top, 

Its different notes each feather'd warbler tunes, 
The milkmaid's carol glads the plowman's ear, 
The jolly huntſman winds his chearful horn, 

And the ſtaunch pack return the lov'd ſalute. oo 


AIR. 
The hounds are unkennel'd, and now, 
Three the copſe and the furſe will we lead, 
Till we reach yonder farm on the brow,, _ 
For there lurks the thief that muſt bleed. 
I told you fo did'nt I ?---ſee where he flies; if 8 
»Twas Bellman that open'd, ſo ſure the fox dies. 

Let the horn's jolly found 

Encourage the hound, OE. 


— 


And * thro? the echoing . 1 42 
N RECITATIVE. 


F 


ca N 
RECITATIVE. 
The chace begun, nor rock, nor flood, nor ſwamp, 
Quickſet, or gate, the thundering cours retard; 


Till the dead notes proclaim the falling prey, 
Then---to the ſportive ſquire's capacious bowl. 
anne 
O'er that and old beer of his own, | 
'This ſound, bright, and wholſome we'll ſing, 
Drink ſucceſs to great George and his crown, 
For each heart to a man's with the king. 
And next we will fill to Jove's favourite ſcene, 
The rich iſle of Saints, Britannia I mean; 
Where men, horſes and houndss, 
Can be ſtop'd by no bounds, 4 ar 
For no ſpot on the yr e' er bred Porter ſo keen. 


— 


FV 
Hank. 5. bang the ſhrill horn call the bene 
5 abroad; 

To horſe, my brave di: and away; 5 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
UDpbraids our too tedious delay. 

What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox! 
Oie'er hill, and oer valley he flies; 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him. Huzza! 
The traitor is ſeiz d on, and dies. 


- Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 
Ho ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 

And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 


With 


( 10 
Wirh ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy: 


Dull wiſdom all happineſs fours : 
Since life is mo more than a paſſage at beſt, 


Let's ftrew the way over with ROW. 


vi. 
 Wrineny Mr. Borer. 


TER ſprightly hornawakte the = 
And bids the hunter riſe; * 

The opening homnde returns the found, 
And echo fills the ſkies. | 
See ruddy health more dear than wealth, 
On yond' blue mountain's brow ; | 
The neighing ſteed, invokes our ed. 
And Reynard trembles no, ,; 
11 The neighing ſteed, invokes our ſpeed, 
And Reynard trembles now. 


55 40 ancient days, as ſtory an. 

The woods our father's ſought; 

The ruſtic race, ador'd the chate, 
And hunted as they fought, goon 

Dome let's away, make no delay, . 
Enjoy che foreſt's charms; 

Tuben o'er the bowl, expand the ſoul, 

3 And reſt in Chloe's arms. 


% 


883 — 
£ 


A 


Lasr Valentine's day when bright Phœbus 
ſhone clear, | 

I had oct hoon hunting for more than a year; 

Taly-ha, taly-ho, &c. 5 

I mounted black Sloven, o'er the road made him 

| bound, | 

F or I heard the hounds challenge, and | horns 
ſweetly ſound 

Taly-ho, talyrho, Kc. 


Hallow i into covert, old Anthony eren 
No ſooner he 1 but the fox, ſir, he "ſpies ; 3 
Taro, % 


This being the ſignal, he then cracked his Whip 
Taleo was the word, and away we did leap. 


Tal, -ho, & c. 


Then up rides Dick Dawſon, who carꝰ d not a pin, 
Fe ſprang at the drain, but his horſe tumbled in; 
Taly-ho, &c. 7 
And as he crept out, why he ſpy'd the old ren', 


With his tongue hanging out, 1 2 home to 
his den. 
Taleo, &c. 


Our hounds and our horſes were always as good, 


As ever broke cover, or daſtyd thro' the wood; 
Taly-ho, &c. g | 


— 
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1 
Old Reynard runs hard, but muſt certainly die, 


Have at you, old Tony, Dick Dawſon 2 cry. 
Taly-ho, &c. ; EY 


The hounds they had ran twenty miles now or more? 
Old Anthony fretted, he curs'd wo ſwore; ; 
FE 8 
But Reynard being ſpent. 8 3 give * che 
. ghoſt, | 
Which will heighten our joys, hen we come to 
each toaſt. 


Taly-ho, &c. 


The day's ſport being over, the ban we will ſound, 
To the jolly fox-hunters let echo reſound ; | 5 
| Taly-ho, &c. . 571 
So fill up your glaſſes, and chearfully FEY 
* Tothe honeſt true ſportimen who never will ſhrink. 
Taly-ho, Kc. | 


Away. to the field, ſee the morning looks grey, 
And, ſweetly bedappled, forbodes a fine day. 

The kounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 

And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 


* 


Then hark in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew, 
- While the ſeaſon invites, with all it's delights, 
5 The health given chace to purſue. 


How 


s | 
How charming the fight when Aurora firſt dawns, 
To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns ; 
To welcome the ſun, now returning from reſt ; 


Their matins they chaunt as they merrily queſt. 
Then hark, &c 


But, oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 
To ſtart juſt as Pho: bas peeps over the hills; 
While joyous, from valley to valley, reſounds 


The ſhouts of the hunters, and cry of the hounds. 
Then hark, &c. 


See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, 
Fly hedges and ditches, or top the barr'd gate; 
Borne by their bold courſers no dangers they fear, 


And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Then hark, &c. | 


Ve cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 

And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping in down; 

Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 

Our's {till is repaid with contentment and © 28408 
Then hark, &c. 


XI. 


_ Hangs the ſweet horn proclaims afar, 
* Againſt the ſtag the mimic war; : 
While future heroes hearts rebound, 
And pant to hear the trumpet ſound, 
The warlike genius of our iſle, 
Who on the hunter deigns to mile. 


5 Vor., III. 95 C In 
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In echoes gives the chace applauſe, 
Which ſtrings the nerve for glory's cauſe, 

Where'er the devious chace may bend, 

Still freedom ſhall our ſteps attend; 

And bid us, as her pleaſure riſe, 

Defend the bleſſings which we prize. 


XII. 


RECITATIVE. 


BRIHG dawns the day with roſy face, 
That calls the hunters to the chace. 
| 4 a R. 
With muſical horn, 
Salute the gay morn, 
Theſe jolly companions to cheer ; 
< | With enliv*ning ſounds, 
_ _ Encourage the hounds, 
To rival the ſpeed of the deer. 


| If you find out his fair, 
To the woodlands repair, 
4 Hark ! hark! he's unharbour'd they cry; 
= Then fleet o'er the plain, - 
iq We gallop amain, 

5 All, all 1 18 4 us of 3 Joy. 
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O'er heaths, hills, and woods, 
'Thro' foreſts and floods, 
The ſtag flies as ſwift as thegyind ; 
The welkin reſounds, 
With the cry of the hounds, 
That chaunt in a concert behind. 


Adieu to all care, 
Pale grief and deſpair, 
We ride in oblivion of fear; 
| Vexation and pain, 
We leave to the train, 
Sad wretches that lag in the rear, 


Lo! the ſtag ſtands at bay, 
Te packs. ara ftax, 
They eagerly ſeize on their prize; 
To The welkin reſounds, 
With the chorus of hounds, 
Shrill horn with his knell and he dies, 


- 2 OD 


XIII. 


| Do you hear brother ſportſman 


The ſound of the horn, 


And yet the ſweet pleaſures decline? 


For ſhame rouſe your ſenſes, and ere tis morn 
With me the ſweet melody join. 


O'er hills and o'er vallies, | 
See the traitor he rallies, | I 
See the bounds in full cry, 
O'er hedges all fly, : 
Chaſing the ſwift hare till the dies. 
| CS. Pa Then 


Then ſaddle your feeds to the meadows and felds, 
All willing all joyous repair; 


| No pleaſure in life greater happineſs yields, 
4 Than chaſing the fox or the hare. 


For ſuch comforts, my friends, 
On the ſportſman attends ; 
No pleaſure like e is found; 
For when the day's o'er, 
All as briſk as before, : 
Next morning wel ſpurn up the ground, 


1 | | * IV. 
WIE thro? the woods the hunters trace 
The nimble hart, or hare, 
Fond echo joins the noble chace, a 
And vocal makes the air. N j 
The op'ning hounds the game purſue, [ 
And bruſh away the morning dew. 


From hills and dales the cries reſound, 

While mellow ſounds the horn ; 
Each varied proſpect ſmiles around, 

And rapture cheers the morn. | 
The op*ning hounds the game purſue, - . 
is And bruſh away the ſparkling dew. 


At length o er- taken, the trembling * 
Its ſpeed no longer tries; 
Fear all his courage takes away, 
And ſoon the victim dies. te! i 
The hunters then the bowl purſue, 
And all their ſongs of joy renew. 
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TRE fable clad curtain's undrawn, 
The lark carols ſweetly on high; 
Quickly opens the eye of the morn, 
See the ſun-beams are gilding the ſky, 
The huntſmen he throws off the hounds, 
'The horn winds a tedioas delay ; 
And the heart of each ſportſman elated rebounds, 
In expecting the ſummons for hark, hark away. 


Hark! a burſt gives the fignal for chace, 

| Thro' woodlands we daſhing parſue ; 

While the fox, fleet as wind, mends his pace, | 
Till the huntſman proclaims him in view, 

Now his ſtrength and his cunning a mort, 
See the dogs ſeize 1 in triumph their prey, 

While the death of the * bine freſh light 

to the ſport, 

The echoes re- echo with hark, bark away. : 


Now for Liberty-Hall we repair, 
To repleniſh the joys of the field : _ 
Where good humour abounds with the fare, 
And the wife ſmiles obedience to yield: 
While the bottle and bowl both unite, 
To vie with the fports of the day: 
Le: bumpers go round, to the ſportſman' s delight, 


And all join in the chorus of hark, hark away, 


- G 3 : | XVI. 


-" 


( 18 ) 


XVI. . 
As bright as the morning, the ſons of the chace, 


As early as Sol in the morning were riſing ; 
Joy danc'd in each heart, and health bloom'd in 
.. +: each face, ... 
Alike every fear, and each danger deſpiſing. 
Then hail to the morn, 
Wich hounds and with horn, 
While pleaſure around does each proſpect adorn 5 
'Thro' woodland and valley with ſpeed they incline, 


And the ſports of the chace each proclaims is divine. 


Now rous'd from his den, ſee Reynard in view, 


And watchful he over the meadow is flying: 
As ſwiftly the hounds and the huntſmen purſue, 
Alike all his ſpeed, and his cunning defying ; 
Hle now takes the field, 
Now paſſes the flood, 
Vet as eager the chace by the dogs is renew'd; 
Thro? woodlands or valley with ſpeed they incline, 


While the ſports of the chace each proclaim is divine. 


Tho? he bruſhes to cover, and hides for a while, 
Vet ſoon the ſtaunch beagles will certainly find him, 
Such a pack all his cunning can ne' er beguile, 
He quickly is trac'd by the ſcent left behind him. 
They ſeize on their prey, 
While the horns ſound---away ; 
And pleafure reward the fatigues of the day, 
To ae o'er the bowl, they all cheerful incline, 


'That the joys of the ſportimen : are nearly divine. 


XV II. 


XVII. 
A TAT TVE. 


THE high-pois'd lark ſalutes the op aing . . 

The dripping cowſlips rear their dewy heads; 

' Acroſs the copſe the ruddy milkmaid chants ; 

And Pheœbus tints with gold his Wicklow hills. 

: of 8 at 

With well-ſcented hounds, and with jolly ron'd 
„ 

We'll rouſe the 3 ſtag with the firſt of the morn; 

See, ſee from the covert how ſtoutly he ſprings; 

Hark! hark! the pack opens;---'tis muſic for 

kings, 

With ſcorn and diſdain how he ſnuffs up the wind; 

He leaps the park wall, and he throws us behind, 

No more he perceives us, get rid of his pain; N 

Tan ta ra, ſays echo They're with you __ 


Thro? woodlands then he leads the ſweep, 
He fords the river, climbs the ſteep ! 

The brow he gains---he ſtops---he turns 

He fears --he pants---he-chills---he burns. 


To the herd then he ſcours amain; Soy. 
His ſuit to the herd proves in vain : - 

He faints;---he drops---the huntſman cries, 
Dead! a ware haunch Ihe dies he dies. 


XVIII. 
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XVIII. 
Ha: hark! the joy-inſpiring hens. 
Salutes the roſy, rifing morn, 
And echoes through the dale; 
With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 


The hounds quick-ſcented ſcow'r the ground, 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 


Nor gates nor hedges can impede 

The briſk, high mettled, ſtarting ſteed, 
The jovial gale Fe 

Like light'ning darting o'er the plains, 

The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, 
And ſees the game in view. 


Her path the timid hare Saline. . 

And to the corpſe for ſhelter makes, 

There pants a-while for break; 

When now the noiſe alarms her ear, | 

Her haunt's deſcry'd, her fate-is near, - 
She ſees approaching death. 


Directed by the well-known ig | 
The hounds their tremblin g victim ſeize, 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies; o 
The diſtant courſers now come in, 
And join the loud triumphant din, 
Till echo rends the ſkies. 


Toy 
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WIEN the morning peeps forth, and the ze- 
phyrs cool gale, 

Carries fragrance and health over mountain and 

| dale, 

Ye nymphs and ye ſwains, we together will rove, 

Up. hill and down valley, through thicket or 
grove. 


Then follow with me 8 the Welkin reſounds, 
With the notes of the horn, and the cry of the 
_ hounds, 
Tally ho, Tally ho, Tally _ ; 
With the notes of the horn, and the cry ag the 
hounds. | 


Let the wretched be ſlaves to ambition and wealth, 

All the bleſſings I aſk are the bleſſings of health; 

Where chearful good humour gives honeſty grace, 

And the heart ſhews content in the ſmiles of the 
face. 


Then follow with me wher#t& Wü refute 
With the notes of the horn, and the wy of the 


hounds, 6 
Tally ho, Tally ho, Tally ho, : 
With the notes of the Oy and the cry of the 


hounds, 


XX. 
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| F Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 


XX. 


HRE. away, tis hs. merry-ton'd horn, 
Calls the hunters all up in the morn : 


To the hills and the woodlands they ſteer, 
To unharbour the out- lying deer. 


Cno. And all the day long | 
This, this is our ſong ; 
Still hollowing, 


3 And following, 1 . 
5 So frolick and fre: 
OY Our joys know no bounds, 


While we're after the hounds, 
: No mortals on earth are fo Jolly as we. 


* 


Round the moſs W we 6 how we glow, 
While the hills they all echo hillo ! 

With a bounce from his cover when he flies, 

Then our ſhouts they reſound to the ſkies; 

And all the day long, &. 


When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb 
Vp che health-breathing mountain ſublime, 
What a joy from our labour we feel? 


- 


And all the day long, & c. 


+ 4 2 
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FH ARK, hark, the huntſman ſounds his horn, 
A call ſo muſical chides the drone, 

Ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton» 
| ton. : Y ; 
The clangor wakes the drowſy morn, 


The woods re-echo the ſprightly tone, 
Ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton. 


The loud-tongu'd cries the concert fill, 
Our ſteeds with CORES ſalute the dawn, 
Ton, ton, &c, 


We mount, and now we climb the hill, 
La... ſwift . we ſweep the lawn, 


Ton, ton, Kc. 
The diſtant ſtag our accent hears, 
Our accents fatal to him alone; . 
| Ton, ton, &c, 
He rouſing ſtarts, and wing'd with fears, 
Forſakes the alt to ſeek the down, 
Ton, ton, Ke, 


Altho' Diana claims the field, 
The woods and foreſts tho? all her own, : 
Ton, ton, &c. 


The groves to Venus let her yield. 
Where we may OO” her ſportive ſon. 
Ton, ton, &c. 


What 
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Whatj joy to trace the blooming Y 
Thro' darkſome grottoes with moſs o ergrown, 
| Ton, ton, &c. 


What harmony can our's ſurpaſs, 


When joining chorus with dove- like moan? 
: | Ton, ton, &c. 


In various ſports the day thus ſpent, 


_ Fatigu'd with pleaſures when night comes on. 


Ton, ton, a 


Our limbs tho? tir'd, our hearts content, 
With wine regaling, all cares we drown, 
8 TY Ton, ton, & c. 


XXII. 


1 AM a jolly huntſman, 
My voice is ſhrill and clear, 
Il Know- n to drive the ſtag, 
thy the drooping dogs to chear. 
a hunting we will go, wil go, will go, 
nd a hunting we will 80. 


— 


5 ove: my bed by times, 5 
| Before the morning grey, 

Let looſe my dogs, and mount a horſe, 
And halloo, come away. 


And a hunting, Ec. | bs - 


— 


| ( 25 4 
The game's no ſooner rous'd, 
But in ruſh the chearful cry, 
Thro' buſh and brake, o'er hedge and ** 


The frighted beaſt does fly. 
And a hunting, & c. 


In vain he flies to covert, 

A num'rous pack purſue, 
That never ceaſe to trace his ſteps, 
Exv'n tho' they've loſt the view. 

And a hunting, &c. 


To Scentwell, hark! he calls, 
And faithful Finder joins; 

Whip in the dogs, my merry rogues, 
And give your horſe the reins. 

And a hunting, &c. 


Hark! forward how they” go, 

The view they'd loſt they gain; 
Tantivy, high and low, 

Their legs and throats they ſtrain. 
And a hunting, &c. 


Now ſweetly in full cry, 
Their various notes they join; 
Gods! what a concert's here, my lads ! 
_ *Tis more than half divine. 
And a hunting, &c, 


The woods, rocks, and mountains, 
Delighted with the ſound, 

To neighb'ring dales and fountains, 

| Repeating, deal it round, 

And a hunting, &c. 
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A glorious chace it is, 1 - 


We drove him many a mile, 
O'er hedge and ditch, we go thro! kiten, oy 
And hit off many a foil. 
And a hunting, &c. 


And: yet he runs it foutly ; ; 
How wide, how ſwift he ftrains ! 


With what'a ſkip he took that leap, 


And ſcow'rs it o'er the plains ! F 
And a hunting, &c. 


See, how our horſes foam, 
The dogs begin to droop; 
The winding horn, on ſhoulder born, 
*Tis time to chear "em 2 1 
And a hunting, &c. ; 


Hark ! Leader, Counteſs, Bouncer, 
Chear up, my merry dogs all; 
To Tatler, hark! he holds it ſmart, 
And anſwers ev'ry call. | 
And a hunting, &c. 


Co, .Co, there Drunkard, Snowball, 
*Gadzooks! whip Blomer inn 


We'll die i'th' place, ere quit the chace, 


Till we've made the game our Own. 
And a hunting, &c. 775 


Up yonder ſteep Pll follow, 
Beſet with craggy ſtones ; | 

My Lord cries, Jack, you * come back, 
Or elſe you'll break your bones, 

And a hunting, &c. 


| EE | | Huzza! 


( 
Ifuzzal he's almoſt down; 
He begins to ſlack his courſe; 
He pants for breath; I'll in at's death, 


Tho? I ſhould kill my horſe. 
And a hunting, &c. 


See, now he takes the moors, _ 
And trains to reach the ſtream ; 
He leaps the flood, to cool his blood, 
And quench his thirſty flame. 
And a hunting, &c. 


He ſcarce has touch'd the bank, 


The cry bounce finely in, 
And ſwiftly ſwims a- croſs the ſtream, 


And raiſe a glorious din. 
And ahunting, &c. 


His legs begin to fail, | 
His wind and ſpeed are gone; 

He ſtands at bay, and gives em play., 
He can no longer run. 

And a hunting, &c. ; 


Old Hector long behind, 
By uſe and Nature bold, 
In ruſhes firſt, and ſeizes faſt, 
But ſoon is flung from's hold. 
And a hunting, &c. 


He traverſies his ground, 

Advances and retreats, 
Gives many a hound a mortal wound, 
And long their force defeats. 
And a hunting, &c. 1 
e 


( 28) 
He bounds, and ſprings, and ſnorts; 
He ſhakes his branched head; 
*Tis ſafeſt, fartheſt off, I ſee 5 
| Poor Talboy is lain dead. 
And a hnnting, &c. 


Vain are Heels. and Antlers, 
With ſuch a pack ſet round, 
Spite of his heart, ſeize ev'ry part, 
And pull him fearleſs down, 
And a hunting, &c. 


Ha! dead, we're dead, whip, 
And take a ſpecialcare; 
Diſmount with ſpeed, and cut his throat 
Left they his haunches tear, 
And a hunting, &c. | 


The ſport is ended now, _ 
We re laden with the ſpoil; _ ; 
As home we paſs, we talk o'th' chace, 
O'erpaid for all our toil. © | 
Anda hunting. &c. 


XXIII. 


T HE fun from the eaſt tips the mountains wich 


Id, 
And the ts all ſpangled with dew-drops 
behold 3 
The larks early matin deutete the u new th, 
And che horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay! 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure 


can vie, 


While jocund v we follow the hounds 3 in full 1 * 
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Let the drudge of the town make his riches his 
ſport, 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 
court; | f 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence ſtill gives a zeſt to our joy. | 
With the ſports, &C, I 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 


The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 


Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with diſ- 
grace. 8 | 
With the ſports, &c.. 


The cit hunts a plumb, the adler hunts fame, 


The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 
And the artful coquette, tho? ſhe ſeems to refuſe; 


Vet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues, 


With the ſports, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleſſings we aſk, is the ble ſſing of health; 
With hounds and with horns, thro? the woodlands 
to roam, 
And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at RY 
With the fports of the field there's no pleaſure | 


can vie? : 
While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 


follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds in ſall cry. 


D:;  .. 


(3) 


XXIV.. 


WHEN Phoebus begins juſt to peep ofer the | 
hills, 
With.horns we awaken the day; 
And rouze brother ſportſmen, who lluggiſhly lleep, 
With hark | to the woods, hark! away: 
See the hounds are uncoupled in muſical Cry». 
How-weetly it echo's around; 
And high mettled ſteeds with their D al; 
ſeem | 
With pleaſure to echo the ſound. 


Behold when ſly Reynard, with pannick and dread, 
At diſtance o'er hillocks doth bound; 

The pack on the ſcent fly with rapid career, 
Hark! the horns.) O how ſweetly they ſound :. 


Now on to the chace, o'er:hills. and o'er dales, 
Al dangers we nobly defy ; 


Our nags are all ſtout, and our ſports we'll the, 
With ſhouts that reſound to the ſky. 


But ſee how he lags, all his arts are in vain, 
No longer with ſwiftneſs he flies; 
Each hound in his fury determines his fate, 
The traitor 1s ſeiz'd on ang 
With ſhouting and joy we return from the field, 
With drink crown the ſports of the day; 
Then to reſt we recline, till the horn calls again, 


: Then away to the woodlands, away. 


XXV, 


-_ 


Haxx! Echo, ſweet Echo! 3 ropents the TY 
S; ſtrain, 

The ſhouting and hooting of chaſte Dian's train! 
Aurora ſmiles ſweetly, and comes on apace, 


The hounds and the horn c us forth to the 
chace. 


Blind Cupid is baniſh'd. from theſe. happy fields, 
His quiver to Dian the wanton now yields; 

dhe blunts all his arrows, his power deſtroys, 
While the virgins all follow her innocent joys. 


XXVI. 


Hark forward! away, my brave boys, to the 
chace, 
To the joys that ſweet exerciſe yield, 
The bright ruddy morning breaks on us apace, 
And invites to the ſports of the field. 
Hark forward's the cry, and cheerful the morn, 
Then follow the hounds, and the merry-ton'd horn. 


No muſic can equal the hounds in full cry, 80 


Hark, they open, then haſten away, 
O'er hill, dale, and valley with vigour we fly, 
While nn the ſports of the day. 


Hark forward's the cry, c. 
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With the ſports of of the field no joys can compare, 
For pleaſure's light footſteps we trace; 
We run down dull ſloth, and we diſtance old care, 
Roſy health we o'crtake in the chace. 
Hark forward's the cry, &c, 


XXVII. 


TEE hunt is begun, hark ! the ſound of the horn, 
Through woodlands and valleys is heard ; 

'The ſportſmen awake with the lark in the morn, 

Wich vigour, and health are prepar dd 

To follow the chace of the ſtag, or the fox, 

Over mountains, and dales, over river and rocks. 


Huzza ! See the dogs and the courſers they ly 
What mortals can be more elate; 

No proſpe& impedes them, they danger defy,. 
For boldly they leap the barr'd m 

To follow, &c. 4 agen 


The bluſh of the et is ſeen in each flew, 
And pleafure enlivens the whole; 

For when they return from the toils of the  chace, 
At night they fing overa bowl. 

'T 0 follow, &c. . 
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They'll have a touch for fifty pounds; 


| Spur, ſvitch, and then aways. o'er hedges and 


If the run down the wind ſhe may chance to de- 


4 633 


XXVIII. 


Away, .away ye brave F ox-hunting races 


Away, away to a bourn chace; 

Let Aſhton Park alone to day, 

For here will be the Royal play: p 
See yonder's the covert, to horſe let's be going, 


Thee, throw off the Anders _ honeſt Wil 
Owen, A 


Away you brave, &c. 
Unkennel quick, yon blaky grounds, 5 


Hark, hark to Soundwell, that's a noble dog, 
Croſs him, my jolly lads, heux, heux the drag: 
The Fox has broke covert, let none lag behind 
We've had an entappeſſe, ſhe runs up the wind; 
Of with the chace hounds, hoa, 
Now, now the ſportſmen ſhew * - 
Let Lillywhore and Czſar run ; 
Toſſpot and Ruler, 
Capper and Cooler, 5 
Pompey and Gallant, low em on; 


- 


ditches, 


Without fear of necks, or gauling your breeches, 


Blow a retreat, blow, blow, tantivee, tivee, tivee® 
tivee, 


ceive ye; b 
A recheat, a reachet, tivee, tivee, tivee. 0 


= © 


(34 ) 
Pox on't we're baulk d; for by my foul 

The vixen'sjuſt now earth'd, ſee here's the hole. 

Put in the Tarriers. Paith tis ſo, ; 

She's crept at leaſt five yards below: 

They're working : Hark! and lay at her ſo well, 
"Tis done, *tis done; ſhe's ſnapt, ſhe's kill'd : 
Hallow, brave boys, then from the field, 

And jolly huntſmen blow poor Reynard's knell. 


XXIX. | | | x þ 

THE hounds meal out, and the morning a | 

Why how now. you luggardly fot ? + RS l 

How can you, how can you lie ſnoring aſleep 5 
While we all on horſeback have got? 


Brave boys, while we, all on horſeback have go. 
I cannot get up, for the over-night's up N 3 
So terribly lies in iny head 3 185 ö 
Beſides my wife cries, my dear do not riſe, 3 
"ay But cuddle me longer a-bed, 
Dear boy, but cuddle, &Cc. 
* Come, on with your boots, and ſaddle your . 
Nor tire us with longer delay; 


The cry of the hounds, and the ſight of the hare, 
Will chace all our vapours away, 


Brave boys, will chace, &c. 
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. XXX. 


8 How ſweet in the woodlands, 

With floet hound and horn 

To waken ſhrill echo, TORT 
And taſte the freſh morn; 

But hard is the chace 
My fond heart muſt purſue, 

For Daphne, fair Daphne, Z 
Is loſt to my view. 5 

She's loſt! fair Daphne is loſt to my view. 


Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dian, : 
The nymph to regain, 2 
More wild than the roebuck, | 
And wing d with diſdain, 
In pity o'er take her, 
Who wounds as ſhe flies, | 
Tho' Daphne's purſu'd, | - 
*Tis Myrtillo that dies. ; 
That dies! that dies! tis Myrtillo chat dies 
en 
XXXI. a 
Mitten by Mr. DI BDI. 
WHEN faintly gleams the doubtful day, 
Ere yet the dew-drops on the thorn 
Borrow a luſtre from the. ray 
That tips. with gold the dancing corn, 
Health bids awake, and homage pay 
To him who gave another morn, 


* * p 
5 E - 0 36 „ 


And, well with ſtrength his nerves to brace, 


Urges the ſportſman to the chace. 


Do we purſue the timid hare, 


As trembling o'er the lawn ſhe bounds * 


Still of her ſafety have we care, 


While ſeeming death her ſteps ſurrounds, 


We the defenceleſs creature ſpare, 


And inſtant ſtop the well- taught Lonndes 


For cruelty ſhould ne'er diſgrace 
The well-earn'd pleafure of the chace. 


Do we purſue the ſubtle fox, 


Still let him breaks and rivers try, 


Through the marſhes wade, or climb the rocks, 
The deep-mouth'd hounds ſhall following fly ; 


And while he every danger mocks, 
Unpitied ſhall the culprit die: 

To quell his cruel, artful race, 

Is labour worthy of the chace. 


Return'd, with ſhaggy ſpoils well bord 
To our convivial joys at night, 
We toaſt, and firſt our country's lord, 
Anxious who moſt ſhall do him right; 
The fair next crowns the ſocial board, 

Britons ſhould love as well as fight--- 

For he who flights the tender race, 

Is held unworthy of the chace. 


, 4 
4 


j : 


XXXII. 


(,37:1 


- 
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xXXII. 


WovurD y you taſte the perfume of the morn, 
While the dew-drops beſpangle the thorn ; 
Fark, away, when the ſounds 

Of the merry-mouth'd hounds 

Keep time with the mellow-ton'd horn ; 

Ere Phoebus with round ruddy face 

The tops of the mountains ſhall grace, 

The ſports of the day 
Brother Bucks haſte away, 
Purſue with new vigour the chace. 


It was Nimrod, the jovial and gay, 

Who firſt taught us to hunt for the prey: 
And with full- flowing bowls 5 7 
To enliven our ſouls, e 

And joyoully finiſh the day: - 

Due homage then pay at his ſhrine, _ 

Pour mighty libations of wine; 

Fill up to the brink, . 
To his mem' ry let's drink, 

Proclaim our great founder, divine. 


xxxIII. 


Hark away hark away! 


We'll chace the fleet hare by the daun; 5 
We're up, my brave lads, before day, 


Our ſport will be over ere morn, 
Vor. III. 13 x 0h 7; 


LAT 1 


193 
* 
. 


TJ 
Pale echo, who ſilent has been, 
No longer in ſlumbers ſhall lie; 


But awak'd by our dogs on the green, 
From hills to the vallies reply. 


* 


The hare is put up, my brave ſouls, 
Lo! yonder ſhe bruſhes the glade; 
See Pompey how fleetly he bowls, 
Pcor puſs is moſt ſadly afraid. 
She turns and ſhe doubles in vain, 
And, hoic ! The now loſes breath; 
Huzza, ſhe is flat on the plain, 
We'll revel, my boys, o'er her death.. 


i. — 
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XXXI V. n 


4 Hark, hark, to the found of the deen. 
ing horn : 
It invites to the chace and unten the morn K 
| Hake 5+ - - 
Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 


While echo, enraptur'd repeats the TORE 1 
Diana, Ec. N 


— 


While Bacchus deprives Rap” and . 
The ſports of the field give pleaſure and health ; 
Such innocent paſtimes enſures us all joys, _ 
Where no buſineſs diſturbs, no malice deſtroys ; 
Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 
While echo enraptur'd repeats the blithe ftrain.. . 
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| At the break of each morn the huntſman i is ups 


«© 59 ): 


xxxv. 


VE Sluggards, who murder your life-times in 


ſleep, 
Awake and purſue the ſleet hare ; 
From life by what joy, ſay what 5 5 ER you reap, 
That e' er could with hunting compare. 


Phoebus begins to enlighten the morn, 


The huntſman attended by hounds; ) 


Rejoices and glows at the ſound of the ons 


Whilſt woods the fweet echo reſounds. 


The Courtier, the laivyer, the Prieſt have a view, 
© . Nay, ev'ry profeſſion the ſame, : 


But ſportſmen, ye mortals, no pleaſures purſue, 


Than ſuch as acerue from the. . 


| While e are pleae' with thej joys ofthe cup, 


Ad turns into day ev'ry night; 


4 


And bounds o'er the lawn with delight. 


Then wacky, my lads, to the foreſt repair, 3 
. O'er dales and oer vallies let's fly; 

oi who can, ye gods, feel a moment of care 
When each j joy win another ſupply. * 


Thus each morning, each day, i 1n raptures we paſs, 


And defire no comfort to ſhare, — 
But at night to refreſh with the bottle and EY 
And feed on the ſpoils of the hare, 1 
„ ** 7 E 2 . XXXVI. 
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XXXVIL 


Com: E away, come away, hark che mellow 
born ſounds, 

The huntſmen are all gone before with che 2 3 
Bright Sol now juſt rous'd is from Thetis's lap, 
Where all the night long he's been 1aking hisnap: 
Come on then my boys, for the paſtime prepare, 
Hark away, hark, hark, to the fox or the hare: 
Let the bucks of the town all their paſtimes purlue, 
we bucks of the field other game have in view. 


Hark, toRatler, hark, hark, I am ſure that is good- 
See, archly ſhe tries back again through the wood, 
Mark, Rover too doubles. ſhe's certainly gone, 
But yonder again ſee ſhe ſcours thro? the lawn: 
Gone away, gone away, hark my boys, hark away = 
Follow, ſollow the dogs now and make no delay. \ 


Lecce bucks, K. +l 


1 


See Nimrod has ſcented and makes her at lat, 
Tantivy, tantivy, her courage is paſt; 

There Rookey and Jowler, are down in the mead. 
She ſqueaks, make away, ſhe 18 dead, the 1 is dead: 
Then follow, my boys, but no teaxing the game, 
We've conquer'd, and that's all _ honour, we 


claim. 


1 E] Wet . 17 ou 


XIxVII. 
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XXXVII. 


VE ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſportſwomen too, 
Who delight in the joys of the field; 
Mankind, tho' they blame, are all eager as you, 
And no one the conteſt will yield. 122 
His lordſhip, his worſhip, his honour his grace, 
A bunting continually go; | 
All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace 2 
Hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 


The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 
To ſeek for a mortgage or dee 
The huſband gets up at the ſound of the horn, 
And rides to-the Commons full ſpeed : 
The patriot is thrown in pu rſuit of his game:; 
The poet, too, often lays low, | fo 
Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flies after fame, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho. : 


While, fearleſs, o'er hills and o'er woodlands we 
ſweep, 
Tho? prudes on our . may 9 
How oft do they decency's bounds over-leap, 
And the fences of virtue break down? 
Thus, public or private, for peaſion, for place, 
For amuſement, for paiſion, for ſhew, 
All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 


T3 '  xxxvii 


XXXVIII. 
Written by Mr, Dyno. 


TEE A 5 8,1 Aurora, i in ſaffron array, : 
_  *Twixt my curtains in vain took a peep, 
And thongh broader and broader Rall brighten's' 
the day, | 
Nought could rouſe me, ſo found did I ſleep... 
At length roſy Phcebus look'd full in my face, 
Full and fervent, but nothing would do, 
Till the dogs yelp'd impatient, on 117; 94 me 
chace/ þ 
And ſhouting Eppear's the tide crew. 


Come on, yoics "ob ee hack forties. my j boys, 5 
There ne' er was ſo charming a morn, | No 
Follow, follow, wake Echo, to ſhare in our joys - 
Now the muſic, now echo---mark ! ! mark ! | 
Hark! hark! Ne 
The ſilver-mouth'd 1 22 the neben- 
3 | | 4 
Preſh as hints — morning from which they | 
drew health, A 
f Myc companions are rang'd on the plain, 
Bleſt With roſy N phat x nature 8 bet 
: wealth, 1 | 
Which monarchs aſpire to in vain; | 


ue 5 | 


— . 
BR 
* 


( 43) 


Now ſpirits like fire every boſom invade, 
And now we in order ſet out, 
While each neighbouring valley, rock, woodland, 
> and glade, * ( | 
Re; vollies the air-rending ſhout. 3 
Come on, Joics hopieh;s de. ” 


* 
0 
1 
* 


| Now Reynar® 8. unearth'd, and'runs Faldy: e ( 


Now we've loſt him, ſo ſubtly he turns, 
But the ſcent lies fo ſtrong, ſtill we fearleſs purſue, 


While each object impatiently Dans? 
Hark! Babler gives tongue, and Fleet, me 
and Sly, 


7 % 


The fox now the covert forlakes ; "6 
Again he's in view, let us after him fy, 1 7 0 
Now, now to the river he takes. n 


Come on, youcs honies, Kc. 


From the river poor Reynard can wake but one 
„ 
No 1 ſo proudly he flies, © hs 
Tir'd, jaded, worn out, we are cloſe to his 7 hy 
And conquer'd, like Cæſar, he dies 
And now in high glee to the board we repair, 
Where ſat, as we jovially quaff, 
His portion of merit let every man ſhare, 
And promote the convivial laugh. 
| Cn on, e . Kc. 
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xxxIx. 


O RR the lawns, up the hills, as ks "SE * 
bound, | 
Led on by the Joud-ſounding horn; 


Kind breezes ſtill greet us, with chearfulneſs 


crown'd, -- 
And joyful we meet the Liveet morn. 
Roſy health blooms about us with natural grace, 


Whilſt echo, re-echoed, enlivens the chace. * 


Should all the gay larks as they ſoar to the tow. 
Their notes in a concert unite ; 
The muſic of hounds, when ſet off in full cry, 
Would give a more tuneful delight. | | 
Roſy health, &c. 


Tis over- tis over---a pleaſure divine 


Freſh air and full exerciſe yield; _ | 
At night, my good friends, o'er the "_ of the 
vine 
We'll ſing to the ſports of the field. 
ma health, &c. 


'H ARK ! hark! jolly ſportſmen awkile to my tale, 


Which to pay your attention I'm ſure cannot fail; 


" Tis lads, and of horſes, and dogs that ne'er tire, 


O'er ſtone walls and hedges, thro' dale, bog, and 
ö | ALE 


A 


f 


A pack of ſuch hounds, and a race of ſuch men, 
"Tis a ſhrewd chance if ever you meet with agains 
Had Nimrod the mighti eſt ofhunters been there, 
Fore God he had ſhook like an aſpin for fear. | 


In ſeventeen hundred and forty- four, 
The fifth of December, I think '"twas no more, 
At nine in the morning by moſt of the clocks, 
We rode from Kilruddery in ſearch of a _:. 
The Lochler town laver, the bold Owen Bray, 
And Squire Adair.ſure was with us that day; 

Joe Dabble, Hal Preſton, that huntſman W 
Dick Holmes, a few others, and.fo we ſor.out.” 


We caſt off our hounds for an hour or more, fan? 
When Wanton ſet up a moſt terrible roar, 
Hark to Wanton ! and the reſt are not ſlack, 
For Wanton's no trifle eſteem'd in the packs” | 
Then-Bonny- and Collier came readily in, ; 
And every hound join'd in the muſical din, 
Had Diana been there, ſhe'd been pleas'd to the 
Ian, 1; 5 
And one of the lads had got a goddeſs to wiſe. | 


Ten minutes paſt nine was the time of the day, 
When Reynard broke cover, and this was his way, 
As ſtrong from Dre 18 nnn nen, 
„ none, 

Away he bruſn d round by the Ponte of . NEE 3. 2. 
To Cartick mine thence, and to Cherrywood 
Steepſhank hills he climb'd, and to Ballymonglen, 
Bray common he eroſt, leap'd Lord Angleſea's wall, 
And ſeem'd to ſay, little I value you AI. 


( 46 3 
He ran buſhes and groves up to Carbury "TORY 


| | 5 Joe Dabble, Hal Preſton kept leading by turns, 


The earth it was open, yet he was ſo ſtout, 


Tho' he might have got by, yet he _ to keep | 
"MCC. -. 


[1 To Malpas high hills 1 was ; the way thee he flew, | 


At Dalkey-ſtone common we had him in view, — 
He drove on by Bullock, thro” Shrub Glangary, 
And ſo on to Mouton, where Laury grew ny 


Thro' Roche's town wood like an arrow he pat, 
And came to the ſteep hills of Dalkey at laſt, 
There gallantly plung'd himſelf into the ſea, - 

And ſaid i in his heart, there's none dare follow me; 
But ſoon to his coſt he perceiv'd that no bounds | 
Could ſtop the purſui uit of our ſtaunch mettd hounds, 
His policy here did not ſerve him a ruſh, 5 
Five couple of tartars were hard at his bruſh. 


To recover the ſhore chen again was his ariſe, © 
But *ere he could reach the top of the cliff, 


11 „ 


Being way laid and kill'd by the reſt of the pack; 
a bis death there were e pie as 
8 ; 
| fate Laury, tits anion we + * 
Thus ended at length a moſt delicate chace, 


3 „ gebe de ery nr rer rp camp e 


We return d to Kilruddery's plentiful board, - 

Where dwelt hoſpitality, truth, and my Lord,” 
We talk'd o'er the chace, and we apr nh the health 

Of the man that ne er varied for places nor wealth; 


pb . * | _ - Owen 


(a 13 re 
Owen Bray baulle's : a leap ſays Hal i it was odd, 
Twas ſhameful, cry'd Jack, by the greatliving God; 
Said Preſton, I halloo'd, get on tho? you fall, 


Or Pl leap over you, your blind gelding and all. 


Each glaſs was adapted to freedom and ſport, 
For party affairs we conſign'd to the court, 
Thus we finiſh'd the reſt of the day and the night, 
In gay flowing bumpers. and ſocialdelight; 

Then till the next morning bid farewel each brother, 
So ſome went one way, and ſome went another, 
As Phœbus befriended in our early roam, 


0 Bright Luna aſſiſted in conducting us home.  - 


* 


SA ALL, 


A Sweet ſcented heau and a fimpering young cit, 
An artful attorney a rake and a wit, 

Set aut on the chace in purſuit of her heart, g 
Whilſt Chloe diſdainfully laugh'd at their art; 
And raus'd by the hounds to meet the ſweet horn, 

Tantivy, tantivy, tantivy, ſhe follow'd the echo. 

 inghorn, 
The echoing horn#the echoing horn, — 
a horn: : 


SO" the ow the echoing h nen. 


= 
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„Wit ſwore by his fancy, the beau by his face, 
| The lawyer with quibble ſet out on the chace, 
The cit with exactneſs made up his account, 

The rake told his conqueſts how vaſt the amount; 
She laugh'd at their follies, and blithe as the morn, 
"IT the follow'd the echoing horn. 
The echoing horn, &c. 
9 Their e noiſe rais'd a jolly young ſwa in | 
Hark -forward, he ery'd, 1 boune'd over * | 
345 plain, 
He diftanc'd the wit, RY quibble, 250 beau, | 
And won the fair nymph with halloo, billio ; 
Now together they ſing a ſweet hymn to nn. 


Tantivy they follow the echoinguhorn. - 
—— * echoing horn, c. 
. * e 1 
| | . 
XII. 501 


| @ren ET he word bb "I 
W nile echo'd by the ſprightly horn, 
| ® * The toils and pleaſures we recount, *® 

Of this ſweet health inſpiring morn, © - * 


ne. Twas glorious. ſports none e er did lag, 
Nor drew amiſs nor made a ſtand, 


| Bur all as firmly kept their pace, 
4s had Actæon been the flag, 


And we had hunted by command 
Of the Goddeſs of, the Chace. 


— | 
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The hounds were out, and ſniff'd the à air, 
And ſcarce had reach'd the appointed ſpot, 
But pleas'd they heard a layer a layer, 


And preſently drew on the lot. 
"Twas glorious ſport, &e. 


And now o'er yonder plain ſhe fleets, 
The deep-mouth'd hounds begin to _ 
And echo note for note repeats, - 


While ſprightly horns reſound the call. 
"Twas glorious fport, &. 
And now the ſtag has loſt his pace, 


And while, Ware haunch, the 3 cries, 
His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 


He pants, he firuggles, and he dies. 
"Twas glorious ſport, &c. ; 


* 


* 


| "LH. 
AWAY, away, 
We've crown'd the day; 


The hounds are waiting for thelr Prey; 15 
The huntſman's call 


Invites you all; 
Come i in boys, while you may. 


The jolly horn, 
The roſy morn, | | | 
With harmony of deep-mouth'd hounds, | 
'Theſe, theſe, my boys, „ 
Are heav'nly joys, _ & 
A 3 s pleaſure knows no bounds. | 


Vor. ut. | The 
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The horn ſhall be 
The huſband's fee, 
28 let him take it not in ſcorn ; 
The brave, the ſage, 
In ev'ry age, | 
Have not diſdain'd to wear r the horn, 


o 


XIV. 


Hazx! Hark! from the woodlands the lou 
ſwelling horn, 
Invites to the ſports of the chace 
How ruddy, how bright, and how chearful the 
morn 3 
How healthy and blooming och face. 


To the grove with Diana Pl haſten away, 
Nor loſe the delights of the morn ; 


The hounds are all out, hark, hark, forward away, 


While echos replies to the horn. 


Gay health till attends d the ſports of the 


field, 
O'er mountain and valley we go; 


The j joys of the chace,: health and pleaſure can 
yield, | 


No wiſhes beyond it we know, | 
To the grove, &e. 


Our innocent it palline each virgin may ware, 
And the cenſure of envy defy ; + 


While Cupid, ſoon follow'd by grief and deſpair, 


The bleſſings of youth would deſtroy. | 
| To the grove, &c. 


XLV. 5 


- 


Written by Mr. DIBDIx. 


TEE morning breaks, 
Thoſe ruddy ftreaks, 
Proclaim the opening day, 
With glowing health, 
The ſportiman's wealth, 
Away boys, come away. 
The mellow horn 
On the ftill morn | 
Pours ſounds which echo mocks, 
- While following bound = 
Man, horſe, and hound, 
T' unearth the wily fox, 


Hark echo mocks 
The winding horn, 
That on the expanded wing of morn, 
Though ſweet'the ſound in dreadtul yell, 
Tolls out a knell 
To the devoted fox. 


Now off he's thrown, - 
The day's our own 
See yonder where he takes 
To cheat our eyes, 
In vain he tries | 
The rivers and the brakes. 


F 2 3 ' The - 


. 
The mellow horn 
Breaks on the morn, 
And leads o'er hills and rocks; 
While following bound 
Man, horſe, and hound, 
T' entrap the wily fox. 
Hark'echo mocks ; Kc. 


Now, now he's ſeiz'd, 
The dogs well pleas'd _ 
Behold his eye-balls roll ; 
He yields his breath, 
And from his death _ 
Is born the flowing bowl. 
The mellow horn a 
That through the morn 
Led over hills and rocks, 
Now ſounds a call 
To ſee the fall 
Of the expiring fox. 


COME rouſe from your trances, 
The ſly worn advances, 
To catch ſluggiſh martals in bed; 
Let the horn's jocund note 
In the wind ſweetly float, 
While the fox from the brake. lifts kis head; 

Now creeping, $266 

Now peeping», 8 
The fox from the brake liſks hs head | 
; — Each 


( 
Each man to his ſteed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
Come follow, my worſhippers, follow ; 
For the chace all prepare, 


See the hounds ſnuff the air, 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hollow! 


Hark Jowler, hark Rover, 
See Reynard breaks cover, 
The hunters fly over the ground ; 
Now they dart down the lane, 
Now they ſkim o'er the plain, 
And the hills, woods, and vallies reſounl. 
With daſhing, N N 
And ſplaſhing, | 
The hills, woods, and vallies "POL 
Then away with full ſpeed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
Come follow, my worſhippers, follow ; 
O'er hedge, ditch, and gate, 
If you ſtop you're too late; 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hollow. 
Then away with full ſpeed, & c. 


. 
Tas aoꝶy night rides down the ſky, 


And uſhers in the morn, 
The hounds all make a jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn. 
e a hunting we will go, &c. 
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The wife around her huſband throws | 
/ Her arms to make him ſtay, | 
My dear it rains, it hails, it blows, 


You cannot hunt to-day.- : 
But a hunting we will go, GC. 


The uncavern'd fox like light' ning ne, | 


His cunning” s all awake, 


To gain the race he eager tries, 
His forfeit life's at ſtake... | 
When a hunting, &. 


Arous'd, e'en echo huntreſs turns, 
And madly ſhouts for joy, 
The ſportſman's breaſt enraptur'd burns» 
The chace can never cloy, 
Then a nn c. 


Deſpairing mark, he ſeeks the tide, 


Has art cannot prevail, 


Hark! ſhouts the miſcreantꝰs death betide | 


His ſpeed, his cunning fail. 
When a hunting, &C. 


For lo! his ſtrength to fintnels worn, 
The hounds arreſt his flight ; 

Then hungry homeward we return, 
To feaſt away the night, 


Then a drinking we will go, &c. 


1 
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XL VIII. 
Ward join' di in in the 2 5 ly Red in 


view, 
; On high-mettled courfers, wick haſte we purſue, 
And follow the fox through the glade, 
Away to the vale he ſcours it full ſpeed, 
Then darts thro' a hedge --the dogs to miſlead, 
Awhile he lies cloſe in the bade; 
'The covert he breaks, | 
'Then down the lane takes, 
And dropping, his bruſh drags as. 
Till fainting, he ſtops, 
Surrounded he drops, 8 
A prey to the fleet-footed throng. 
At length the chace o'er, the horns jocund 
ebe, N 
Toi invite thoſe thrown out, floats he around; | 
They hear the glad call and obey; 
From the death to the flaſk we hie to bade, 
Diana we toaſt in bumpers of ale, 
And merrily finiſh the day; 
Briſk liquor we quaff, 
We ſing, joke, and laugh; 
Good humour adorns ev'ry face. 
| We jolly boys are, 
Sworn ſtrangers to care, 
Whe delight in the Jos of | the chace· "36S 


— 
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XLIX. 


TRE Hunters are up and the ae fac'd morn, 
Moſt chearful ſalute with the muſical horn; 1 
The blue miſty mountains ſeem join'd with the ſkies» 
And the dogs yelp aloud as away Reynard flies; 
Tally-ho, tally-ho, fee the game is in view, 
The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſue. 


The high mettled ſteed ſweeps away at the ſound, 

And the hills ſeems to move ws fly * 
ground; e | 

| Each proſpet is Or: all nature is . 

And promiſes ſport and ſucceſs thro' the day; 

Tally-ho, tally-ho, ſee the game is in view, 

The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſue. 


'The goddeſs of pleaſure, ſweet roſy cheek'd health, 
Give joys more abundant than titles or wealth; 
And appetites give to their viands a zeſt, 

Above all the ſauces by cooks ever dreſt. 
Tally-ho, tally-ho, ſee the game is in view, 
'The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſue. 


. Huzza! then my boys, to. the chace let's away, 
Nor in indolence loſe the delights of the day; 


From faſhion and folly we borrow no grace, 
But joy paints the cheeks as we follow the: chace ; 
Tally-ho, tally-ho,. ſee the game is in vie,, 
The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſue. | 


* 


8 
D v * 7. 

WHEN Phezbus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn? 
When the antling ſtag is rous'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 

And chinks he has left us behind on the plain: 

But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of 
the glorious game. 3 A. 


O ſee how again he rears up lia bed, | 
And winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed :? 
But, oh! *tis in vain, tis in vain that he flies, 
That his eyes loſe the ee his. ears loſe 
the cries: 
For now his ſtrength fails bis he heavily flies, 
And he pants till with well ſcented hounds 
ſarrounded he dies. 


_—_ . oy 
- * 
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Arx the found of the horn, 
Wee arſe in the morn, | 
And waken the woods as we thundes — 
8 | Yaix, your, tally-ho, 
After Reynard we go. 
While with echo on echo we double the ſong. 


Cao. Weawaken the woods, &c. 


( 56 F 
Not the ſtuds wy the ſun, - 


Our brave courſers outrun, ; 
O'er the mound, horſe and hound, ſee us bound 
in full cry; | 
Like Phceebus we rife 
_ To the height of the ſkies, 
And, careleſs of danger, five bars we defy. 
| Cuno. We awaken the woods, &c. 


At eve, Sir, we ruſh, 

| And are cloſe at his bruſh ; | 
Already he dies----ſee him panting for breath. | 

: Each feat and retreat, 


- 


We renew and defeat, 1 
Regardleſs of life, ſo we're in at the wah” 
Ono. We awaken the woods, & c. | 


With a bottle at night, | 
.. Weproloyrg the delight. 
Much Trimbuſh we praiſe, and the deeds that 
were done ; 
And yoix, tally-ho, 
The next morning we go, 


With Phoœbus to * as we mount with the . 


. 1 OA « | ; 
Written by Mr. see 7 


| TRE moment Aurora peep'd into my room, 
I put on my cloaths, and I calld to my groom 3 
And, my head heavy ſtill from the fumes of laſt gt 
74 a ane of 3 to ſet all things right; 


And 


(9) 
And now were well ſaddled Fleet, Dapple, and Grey, 


Who ſeem'd longing to hear the glad l hark 
any 


Will Whiſtle by this had 9 his hounds, 
Whoſe extacy nothing could keep within bounds: 

Firſt forward came Jowler, then n chen 
Snare, 

Three better ſtaunch harriers ne'er flarted a — 

Then Sweetlips, then Driver, then Staunch, and 

then Tray, | 
All ready to open at hark, hark away. 


Twas now by the clock about five in the morn, 
And we all gallop'd off to the ſound of the horn ; 
Jack Gater, Bill Babler, and Dick at the gun, 
And by this time the merry Tom Fairplay made 
- one, | 
Who, while we were jogging on blitheſome and gay; 
Sung a ſong, and the chorus was” HH hark 
away. | : 
And now Jemmy Lurcher had every buſh beat, 
And no ſigns of madam, nor trace of her feet; 
Nay, we juſt had begun our hard fortunes to curſe, 
When all of a ſudden out ſtarts Mrs. Pauls ; 
Men; horſes, and dogs all the glad call obey, 
And echo was heard to cry—Hark, hark away. 


The chace was a fine one, ſhe took o'er rake plain, 
Which ſhe doubled, and STE") and ann 
again; « | f 


6% 


Till at laſt ſhe to'cbver return'd out of "TY | 
Where I and Will Whiſtle were in at the death; 
Then in triumph for you I the hare did diſplay, 
And * to the horns my boys, hark, hark . 


— 


1 LUI. 
: H ARK! che buntſman s began to ſound the ſhrill 


„ 
Come quickly ubenmel the ds z 
Tis a beautiful glittering, golden-ey'd morn, 


l chace the fox over the grounds. 


See! yonder fits Reynard, ſo crafty and fly; 
Come ſaddle your courſers apace : 
The hounds have a ſcent, and are all in full cry ; ; 


| They long to be giving him chace. 
The horſemen are mounted, the ſeed feels the 


pur, 
And fwifily they Hoa i it 8 3 
Rapid after the fox runs each muſical cur ; 
Follow, follow, my boys, i is the ſong. 


" | 3 , Ger mountains and vallies they Kim it away, 
No Reynard's almoſt out of ſight; 
But ſooner than loſe him, they'd * the wy 
„ 5 
In hunting -—for. chat 5 their delight. 


By eager purſuing they have him atlaſtz | , 
- He's ſo tir d, poor rogue, down he lie 
No ſtarts up afreſn- young Snap has him faſt ; 
He trembles, kicks, ſtruggles, and dies. . 
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LIV. 


Fark! the hollow woods reſounding , 
Echo to the hunter's cry ; 

Hark ! how ail the vales ſurrounding, 
To his chearful voice reply. 


Now ſo ſwift o'er hills aſpiring 
He purſues the gay delight ; ; 
Diſtant woods and vales retiring, # 
Seem to vaniſh from his fight, = 


Hark! the hollow woods reſounding, ' 
Echo to the hunter's cry: e 
Hark! how all the vales — | 
To his chearful voice reply. 


Flying ſtill, and ſtill purſuing, 
-, See tho fox, the hounds, the men, 
_ Cunning cannot fave from ruin, 
Far from refuge, wood, and den, 
Hark the hollow woods, &C. 


Now they kill him, homeward hie him, 
For a jovial night's repaſt; 


Thus no ſorrow e'er comes nigh them, 
Health continues to the laſt, © 
Hark the hollow woods, &Cc. "FO 


vol. III. 83 LV. 


LV. 
HARK hark! JO ſportſmen away $0 the 
born, 
Hermophroditus rules now the ſports of the morn, 
Come away, my brave boys, who delight in the 
field, 
And, let Cupid's ſoft joys to chaſte Diana yield. 


See Sol from the Eaſt o'er yon hill lifts his head, 

To call luggiſh mortals away from their bed, 

To join in the chace, but each wife ſays, love tay, 

Yet they, like true ſportimen, Join hark! hark 
away. | 


Come, ; idle hunters, do none of you lag, 

For ſee like Actæon ſo fleet runs the ftag, 

And the hounds in full chorus all j6in in the lay, 

While the ſportſmen unanimous 158 hark! hark 
away. 


O'er ! and mountains his courſe he does 
try, 
And the echoing pack cloſe purſue i in full cry, 
I defy every one, he ſeems vaunting to ſay, 
Yet the huntſmen ſtill hallow, bo; ) 8, hark! ors 
away. 


See up yonder hill he leads doi the way, 

But being hard run, his ſtrength'gins to decay, 
Growing weak he begins in his ſpeed now to flag, 
And Rally, behold him, has hold of his leg. 


Now 


63 
New the victim is ſtruggling and panting for 
breath, 
And the er me $ ſhrill horn is the 88 for 
death. 
See the woe how they vaunting exult o'er N 
Prey, | 
And the fportſmen all join in hark! hark away. 
Let's home my brave boys to the bottle and glaſs, 
And now the ſtag's dead we'll toaſt each pretty laſs, 
Still this is the chorus, deay it who may, 
That each jolly hunter, joins, hark! hark away. 


ed I. 
Tune Bright Phebus, 


Tus lark doth invite the dall ſportſman with 
ſong, . 
Haſte away, ſee the hounds trip eager along, 
Poor Reynard's exhauſted, his breath is near ſpent, 
Then away, brother ſportſmen, we'll give him 
no vent. 


Cno., Tan tara, tan tara, Eleni the grey morn. 
| We'll follow the ſound of the ſweet winding 
ern 


The high metiled Nimrod, with nn and 


Swifc, 
Will ſoon bring the victim unto his laſt ſhift, - 
Then follow, brave boys, and n of the 
chace, 
He is far out of view, but his footſteps we'll trace. 


G 2 
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Sly Reynard he trips it o'er hill and o'er dale, 
Vet ſtill all his cunning can nothing avail ; 


At length he is caught, and as panting he lies, 
The horns ſound the vit'ry, the mſcreant dies, 


= VII. 


Tas morning 1s charming all nature is gay, 

Away, my brave boys, to your horſe away, 

For the prime of your pleaſure is in queſt of the 
2 hare, | 


%. 


We have not ſo much as a moment to ſpare. 


Cao. , Hark! the lively tun'd horn, 
| How melodious it ſounds ! how melodious 


it ſounds, | 
To the muſical ſong, to the muſical ſong of 
the merry mouth'd hounds. | 


In yon ftubble field we ſhall find her below, 

Soho, cries the huntſman ; hark to him, ſoho, 

See ! ſee where ſhe goes, and the hounds have 8 
view, 


Such harmony, Handel himſelf never knew. 


4 Ho. Gates, e and ditches to us are no 

= bounds. 

Baut the world is our own while we follow the 
hounds. 15 


Hold, 


663 9 
Hold, bold tis a double, hark, hey Bowler, hey, 
If a thouſand gainſay it, a thouſand ſhalllye ; 


His beauty ſurpaſling his truth has been try'd, 
At the head of the pack, an infalliable guide. 


Cno. At his cry the wide Welkin with chun- f 
reſounds, 
The darling of hunters, the oy of 
"hounds. 


O'er highlands and lowlands, and woodlands we fly, 
Our horſes full ſpeed, and our hounds in full cry,” 

All match'd in their mouths, and ſo even they run, 
Like the tribe of the e and che race of the. 


ſun, 
Cno. Health, joy, and felicity dance I in their 
rounds, 
And bleſs the gay circle of hunters and 
hounds. 


The old hounds puſh forward, a very ſure ſign, 
That the hare, tho” a ſtout one begins to decline; ; 
A chace of two hours or more ſhe has led, 


She's down, look about ye, they have her, ſhe's 
dead. | 


che How: glorious a death to ) be honour'd with 
ſounds, 


Of horns, and a ſhout to the chorus of 
hounds. n f 


Here's a health to all hunters, ad long be their 
| lives, 


May hes never be croſt by . ER A or 
wives; 


| He leaves us at a diſtance behind. 


Cheer up my good dogs with the horn. 


"4 7 ( 66 } 


May they rule their own paſſions and be ever at 


reſt, 


And the moſt happy men, be they alſo the beſt. 


Cno. And free from the care which many ſur- 


round s, 


| Be happy at laſt, when they ſee no more hounds. 


LVIII. 


REOITATIVE. 


"Tis whiling ploughman hails the bluſhing 


morn, 


The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 


Loud fings the blackbird thro' reſounding groves, - 


| And the lark foars to meet the riſing Jun. 


Ar Ro 


Away tothe copſe, to the copſe lead away, 


And now, my boys, throw.off the hounds, 
Ill warrant he'll ſhew us ſome play, 


See yonder he ſkulks thro' the grounds. 


Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and.ſmoke them 
| my bloods, 


_ "Tis a delicate ſcent lying morn, 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 


Betwixt echo, the hound, and the horn. 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find, 


So he breaks it and ſcours amain, 


| 


Ober rocks and o'er rivers, and hedges we 0 


For hazard and danger we ſcorn, 
Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die, 


1 


. 


But now he ſcarce creeps thro? the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue, 
His ſpeed can no longer prevail, 

Nor his cunning his life can prolong. 


From our ſtaunch and fleet me *twas in vain 
; that he fled, 

See his bruſh all bemir'd, forlorn, 

The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And . to the ſound of the horn. 


LIX. 


Now the hill-tops are burniſh'd with azure and 
od 
And the A around us moſt bright to behold; ; 
The hounds are all trying the mazes to trace, . 
The ſteeds are all neighing, and pant for the chace. 
Then rouſe, each true ſportſman, and j join, at the 
dawn, 


The ſong of the hunters, and ſound of the horn. 


Health braces the nerves, and gives joy to 2 
." i Mews 
Whilſt over the heath we purſue the fleet chace ; 3 
See the downs now we leave, and the coverts ap- 
pear, | 
As eager to follow the * or the hare. 
Then . 


Wherever we go, pleaſure waits on us , ill, 
If we fink in the valley, or rife on the hill! 
| . „„ wi co Wy 


PY 


p | C8) 


| O'er hedges: -and rivers we valiantly fly, © - 
* For, fearleſs of death, we ne'er think we tal die. 


1 Then rouſe, &c. 


* 


From ages long paſt, by the poets we're told, 
That hunting was lov'd by the ſages of old; 
That the ſoldier and huntſman were both on a par, 
And the health-giving chace made them bold i in 
3 the war. 
1 Then l Ke. 


When the 8 is once over, away to che bowl, 

The full- flowing bumpers ſhall chear up the ſoul; 

Whilſt, jocund, our ſongs ſhall with choruſſes Tings 

And toaſts to our laſſes, our country, and king. 
Then 3 &c. 


1 1 4 


AY : 


RECITATIVE. 


| VN by the born, like the ring deckt in 
| green, 
= Betimes in the morning the hunters are ſeen ; 
With joy on each brow. they enliven the place, 
And. impatienrly wait to join in the chace. 


AIR. | Ha 
+ From his cloſe covert rouz'd, the ſag ſwiftly dle, | 
As the arrow that's ſhot from the bow; 
O'er the rivers and mountains all danger defies,. 
And fears nothing but man, his worſt foe. 


RECITATIVE. 


. "= 
RECITATIVE, 


Now they trace him thro? the copſe, 
Panting, ftruggling---ſee ! he drops: 
Hark ! rude clamours rend the ſkies _ * 
While the dappled victim dies. 
7 „ 0 
Thus Britain's ſons, in Harry's reign, 
Purſu'd the trembling Gaul, 
Thro' ſtreams of blood, o'er hills of ſlain, : 
And triumph'd at his fall. | 


CHORUS. 2 * 


Now hoſtile foes alarm; arm, arm, Britannia, arm; 
| Then away to the field, tis yu George gives the 


word, 


Quit the horn for the trumpet, the whip for the 
ſword ; 


Like our vallane fore-fathers, ſtern death let us 
face, 


And be glorious in war as we are in the chace. 
, * N | 


— 
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LXI. 

To chace o'er che plain the fox or the hare, 

| Such pleaſure no ſport can e'er bring; 

It baniſhes ſorrow, and drives away care. 
And makes us more bleſt than a king : 140 
Whenever we hear the ſound of the horn, i | 
- Our hearts are tranſported with joy: 1 
We riſe and embrace, with the earlieſt dawn, 
. A paſtime that never can cloy. . 
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V 


O'er furrows nd hills our game we purſue; 
No danger our breaſts can invade; 

The hounds in full cry our joys will renew, 
And increaſe the pleaſures-diſplay'd ; 

The freedom our conſcience never alarms, 
We hve free from envy and ſtrife; 

If bleſt with a ſpouſe return to her arms, 
Sports, ſweetneſs, and conjugal life. 


The courtier who toils o'er matters of . 


Can ne'er ſuch a happineſs know: _ 
The grandeur and pomp enjoy'd by the great, 
Can ne'er ſuch a comfort beſtow : 
Our days paſs away in ſcenes of delight, | 
Our pleaiure's ne'er taken amils : - 
We hunt all the day, and revel all night; 
What joy can. be greater than this; Tha 


+ 
*. 


LICE: 
+ Rovzx, rouze, jolly ſportſmen, ts kounds are 
all out, 
The chace is began, I declare; 


Come, up too and horſe, let us follow the rout- 
And join in the chace of the hare. 


+ Hark! hark ! don't yo. hear, they are nom in the 


- "vale; - | 
The horn, how metbdions 3 It ſounds ! 4 


Poor puſs in a fright, how ſhe ſtrives to prevail, 


And fly from the cry of the hounds ! 
| | Tho? : 


„ : 
"Tho? up to the hills and mountains ſhe ſcales, 
Whoſe tops ſcem to join in the {ky ; 

We mount in the air, like a kite in by gale, 
We follow the hounds in full er. 
Tho' into the copſe, ſhe for refuge there flies, 

We kill her, tis twenty the odds; ”u 


While echo ſurrounds us with, hooting and cries, 
We feem to converſe with the gods. 


Our freedom with conſcience is never alarm'd, 
We are ſtrangers to envy and ſtrife 5 + 

When bleſt with a wife, we return to her arms; 
Sport ſweetens the conjugal life. 

Our days paſs away in a ſcene of delight, 
Which kings and their courtiers ne'er taſte; 

In pleaſure of love we revel all night, 

Next morning return to the chace. 


LXIII. 
RE CIT AT IVE, 


H ARE! from that cottage by the filent ſtream, 
How ſweet the ſwallow greets the riſing gleam 
Of light, that dawns upon the eaſtern hill, 
Tipping with grey the ſails of yonder mill; 
And bark! from the farm below the watchful cock 
Warns the dull ſhepherd to unfold his flock ; 
His hurdled flocks the freſh'ning breeze inhale, 
And bleat for freedom, and the clover vale. 
See ! how away the ſevering clouds are driven, 


How Bay 1 8 _ the face of heaven ! 
| Thoſe 
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' "Thoſe ruddy ſtreaks foretel the ſun is near 


To drink the dew, and glad our hemiſphere. FP 
O! did the ſons of diſſipation know 1 
What calm deli ghts from early-riſing flow, 


'They'd leave (With us) their down, and in the 


fields 
Imbibe the health that freſh Aurora yields. 


' . a n AIR. 


Now e ſnores upon pillows of down, * 
/ Now infirmity, guilt, and diſeaſe, 
Envy the gentle repoſe of the clown, 

And in vain beg the bleſſing of caſe: 


Whilſt we, honeſt fellows, who follow the chace, | 


Of ſuch troubles are never poſſeſs d. 


The banner of health is difplay'd in each face, 


To ſhew Peace holds the fort of the breaſt. 


Can the ſlaves of a court, ean the miſer ſay this? 


Or the wretches who feed on diſtreſs? 
O!] may ſuch neꝰ er taſte of our rational bliſs, | 


Tilh like us, they diſdain to opprels. 
IFN RECITATIVE. 324 
See! to the copſe how the dogs ſcud along, 
They*ve found out the drag of the foe ; 


And hark ! how the huntſmen ride ſhouting along, | 
* He's now in the cover below. 


Let's follow the cry, he'Il ſoon be i * view /; 
See! yonder he ſculks o'er the glade; | -\ 
Spur your courſers, my lads, and briſkly purſue ; 3 


Or's craft will our ee — | 


AIX 


C73 ) 
AIR, 
The ſhepherd with joy views the chace; | 
His lambs the vile traitor would fleece; 
The farmer, delighted, beholds his diſgrace, _ 
And thinks on his turkies and geeſe. * 


The maids of the hamlet look gay; 
The dames, o'er a noggin of ale, 

Tell what poultry. of late was his prey, 
And wiſh the ſtaunch pack may e. 


In queſt of the fleet - footed foe, 

As the hunters fly over the plain, 
Ev'ry breaſt feels a rapturous glow, | 
Ev? ry tongue trills the jocalar ſtrain. | 

RECITATIVE. 


Far from the cat had ro!Pd'the glorious ſun, 852 
And through each well-known haunt the fox had run 
The ſtream he'd paſt, and the vaſt mountain's height, 
Seeking the dell where darkling brakes invite; 
There ſtrove to earth, but ſtrove. to earth in vain, 
He breaks the covert, tries the lawns againz 


But, as he fled, the crafty ſpoiler found, 
Fleeting behind, the never-fault'ring hound: 


Weary at length, he views the wide- mouth throng, 
And drags in pain his mired bruth along; 
Now ſpent, he falls, rolling his haggard eyes; 
And, ſavage like, he wounds, and ſnarling dies. 
Eager to view, the ſhouting train ſurround 3 | 
Hills, woods, and rocks, reverberate the found. 

| At R | 2 

Whilſt the huntſman exults te 88 around, 

And holds up the firong-ſcented prize; 
Elated with conqueſt, each ſtaunch mettled hound, 
Sends a clam'rous peal to the ſkies; | 
Vor. III. H The 


5 


127405 


The deep ſound of the horn, borne afar on the * 
Calls the ſportſmenthrown out, to the pack; 
They meet round the it it courſers dent * 
6 fail, 


Then net " regale, ay ride aer back. 


R ECITATI VE. 
Such: are the 3 pleaſures of the chace, 
Which kings of old were eager to embrace; oh 
Whilſt o'er the champaign ran the courtly crew, 
The cheek was garniſh'd with a roſeat hue; 
Then no pale Ganymede difgrac'd the court, 
And he was honour'd who moſt lov'd the ſport ; 
.No brooding malice there aſſail'd the breaſt, 
To cloud the brow, or poiſon mental reſt. 
Oh ! glorious ſport,. which can at once impart 
Res to the veins, and quiet to Be heart, . 


„ Al 
5 Our ſathidrs of old Tov'd the ae 
Our nobles rejoic'd in the chace; _ . 
They fled the intrigues of a court 
The heart · chearing toil to embrace. 


Their offspring was ruddy 'and ftout, 
Ci.urſt lux'ry was yet in the bud; | | 
They ſcarce knew the pangs of the oe, ws, = 4 ww 

Activity phyfic'd the blood. 21 4 
A fribble they ſeldom could meet; 

But now how revers'd is is the ſcene ! F< 


The creature's in every ſtreet e 
n. his r mien. e 


D L 8 8 2 5 * — 
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| Ally you who would follow the en horn, ft F 


C73 1 
Could our anceſtors riſe from their graves, 
At fight of the gay ſpangled train, 


They'd fly the degenerate flayes, , 
And walls to be bury'd again. 


May ſuch never taſte of our joy, 
We hunters diſclaim the whole race; 


Whilf time over tea they deſtroy, 


We're TE in the charms of the pr 


| Cnonvs. 

Go early to bed, and ſalute the young morn; <p 
Our ſports ſhall ſecure you the boſom's cots, 
And your cheek in old age wear the tint of the roſe; 


Vour nerves ſhall be ſtrong, and feel, een in decay, 


The raptures enjoy'd by the young and the gay; 
Then hither come you who'd live long in * 
health, 


A bung the wiſe much eſteem before wealth. 


Wrry horns and with hounds L waken the day, 
And hie to the woodland walks away; 
I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd a 1 
And tie to my forehead a waxing moon. 5 
I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the U 


And chace the wild goats o' er ſummits of rocks 
With ſhouting, and ern we {om Fargogh | 


the ſky, 
And echo f turns hunter, and doubles the oy. 


Ha: SCOTCH 


ILXV. 


| Tn Lernt lads think r are Kue. 1 . 
But oh, they're vain and idly. gawdy! 

How much unlike that graceful mien, 

And manly look of my Highland laddie 7 


O my bonny, bonny Highland laddie. 
My handſome charming Highland laddie: 
8 May heav'n ſtill guard, and love reward _ 
© Our Lawland laſs, and her — Laddie. 


If I were free at wall; to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald in his trews, - 
With bonnet blue, and belted plaidy. 
o my bonny, &. | 


4 
$22) 2 ds 3% 
+7 | i 


The ed beau in Borrows-town, | 
In a' His airs; which art made — 
Compar'd to him, he's but a clown; 
| * s finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
2 eee &e, 
| > 4 > der 


17 
| — ler this head: are ne thoſe 8 ones, Ke. which * 
though not literally Scoren nor ien, are nevertheleſs 


e to — nutte. 
Oer 


When near che winding bourn of Tay, 


G 
O'er benty hills with him IH run. i A 
And leave my Lawland kin and "— | 
Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 


He'll ſæteen me with his Highland pady | 
O my bonny, &c. 


= 4 * 2 i 5 * 
- 


A painted room, and ſilkenbread, 
May pleaſe a Lawland laird and ars [90 
But I can kiſs, and be as glad, 
Behind a buſh, in 's Highland plaidy, ed v6.8 


O my bonny, . 00 270 


Few compliment between us peſt... 122 
I ca* him ray dear Highland laddie; 


And he ca's me his Lawlandlaſs; VT 
Syn rows me in beneath his 7 | 
O my n Ke. e 
Nae greater joy ll cer pretend, 5 ax # 


Than that his love prove truę and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er. ſhall end. 
While heav'n preſerves, my, Highland laddie- 

„% 0 my 972 &c. 
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THE ruddy morn blink'd d'or the brae, 15 
As blythe I gang' d to milk my kine ; © | - +7 


- 


wr ns gait, and twa black een, 7 
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A Highland lad ſae kind me tent, 


Saying, ſonſy Laſs, how's a wi' you? 
Shall I your pail tak o'erthe bent ? 8 
Twas yes, kind fir, and I thanks 


| Again he met me i the eden, a 


As I were linkan o'er the Lee 5 atk: 
To join, the dance upon the green, 
And ſaid blithe Laſs I'fe gang wi' thee. 


Sae braw he look'd i' the highland gear, 


' His tartan plaid, and bonnet blue, 
My heart ftraight whiſper'd in my ear, 
Say ves. kind Sir, and 1 thank you too, 


We danc'd until the gleaming moon, 
Gave notice that twas time to part; ; 


1 thought the reel was o'er too ſoon, 


For ah! the lad had flaw? my heart. | 


"4 He ſaw me hame acroſs the plain, 


Then kiſt'd fac ſweet, I vow* ts true, 
That when he aſk'd to kiſs again, 
*T'was yes, kind Sir, and I thank you to0. 


Grown bauld, he preſs'd to ſtay the night, 
Then grip'd me cloſe unto his breaſt; 


Howt lad! my mither fain wou'd flyte, 


Gin that I grant wi out the prieſt. _ 
firſt fore him, gif ye be leel, 
I ken right what I then maun do; 


For aſk to kiſs me when you will, 


"Twiſide, Ou 8 8 and I * 21. too 


LXVII. 


5 „ 


Busx ye ye, buſk ye, my r bride; 3 
Buſ ye, buſk ye, my bony marrow ; 
Buff ye, buſk ye, my bony bride, 
Bunk and go to the braes of Yarrow * 
There will we ſport and gather dew, | © 
Dancing while lav'rocks fing the morning; 
There learn frae turtles to prove tue: 
O Bell ne er vex me with thy n 


To weſllin breezes Flora Field,, 

And when the beams are kindly warming, 
Blythneſs appears all o'er the fields, 

And nature looks mair freſn and eee 
Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, i FRB 
Tho' on their banks the roſes nn 7 
Yet haſtilie they flow to Tweed, 

And pour their ſweetneſs in his boſom. . 

Haſte ye, haſte ye, my bony Bell, ; 

Haſte to my arms, and there I'll . tr 
With free conſent my fears repel, 

I'll with my love and care reward thee. 9 
Thus ſang ſaftly to my fair, | 
Who rais'd my hopes without erk. 
O queen of ſmiles, I aſk nae mar, 10 

Since now my bony Bell's conſenting. 28 7 "i 
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Lov. EO: 


ON the green-lodgy banks of 05 hee viund- 
ing Tay, bs; 
As blythe as the woodlark that 1 in dive. r 
I paſs the gay moments with joy and delight, | 
For peace cheer'd each morn, and danatent C 
. crown'd- each night, : 
Tit love taught young Hope my youth + to. * n 


ceive, 5 


| What we wiſh to be true, Love Kids us s believe. 


035.4. 45S ks 


| Where'er I wander oer hill; dale, or grove, 


Young Sandy would- foll ow Mt Toft. tales of 
„„ » wh 24 


Enraptur'd he'd preſs me, then vow With a deb. 
I Phillis was cruel, alas ! he muſt dim 
A youth ſo engaging with eaſe might "deceive, 
What we wiſh to be true, Love bids us believe. 


He ſtole my fond heart, then he, let me to 


N 


mourn i 


For peace and content chat ned er can return, | 


WA; 
— 


From the Clown to the Beau, the ſex is All art,” 


They complain of” W woünd, Put we feel che 


| ſmart, 
We join in the fraud, wal "FOIIEE we dictive, — 


What we wiſh to be true, Love bids us believe. 


. 
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LXIX. 


WIEN lav'rocks ſweet and — broom, 


Perfume the banks of Tweed, 
Blithe Nancy boaſts a ſweeter abe 

Her charms all charms exceed. 
Gang o'er the merry fields of hay, 

Cried love-fick Jockey wi a ſigh, 
And wha ſa ſaft, ſa young and gay, 
Cou' d fic a handſome lad deny? 


In Sandy's cheek the white and red, 
Like roſe and lily join'd ; 

For him each Laſſy hung her head, 
For her each Laddie pin'd. 

Gang o'er the merry fields of hay, 


WY me, my deareſt laſs, he'd cry, 


And wha ſa ſaſt, ſa young and gay, 


Cou'd fic a handſoms lad den. 


He gang'd o'er fields and broomy land, 

| Till mither gan to chide, 

Then Sandy preſs'd her lily hand, 
And aſk'd her for his bride : | 


Then o'er the merry fields of hay, 121 
Said ſhe, my deareſt lad we'll hie, 


For wha ſa ſaft, ſa young and gay, 


Com d c a handſome lad deny? 


1 


. 
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I hope to get haud of my rover, 


LAX... 


„Wil. you go to the Ewe Bughts, Marion, 
And wear in the ſheep wi me? | 

« The mavis ſings ſweetly, my Marion; 1 | 
0 But nee as \ thee,” r 


At night in the b of chi ke tp | 
But nae mair ſnall L meet wi my bear; — 
For Sandy to India ia gane. 


How canthe trumps loud e r al 


Thus ſend a' the ſhepherd's afar ! 


Oh cud na' the Ewe Bughts and Marion, 1 


Pleaſe mair than the horrors of war! 
But, oh I. 'tis the gate o* them a', e —— 
In ſeeking for grandeur: and fame, ; 


The lads daily wander awa! Sirs, 


And leave their puir ſrcethearts at hame, 


- QUICK. VERSE.” 3 © 64 


A AN rr eee 1 
And we'e ety again have rn; 5 1 


And grip him again to my breaſt. * 
Oh! then to the Ewe Bughts ſhall Ma arion 
Hie aften dear Sandy wi thee'; © "TY 


And when thou art wedded to — - 18 


Fu' blithſome and 5 ſhall we be. 


hy — 
7 


A: . 
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4 
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Warn» weary y Sol gang'd down ihe x Weſt, 
And filler Cynthia, roſe, 


The flow'r enamell'd bank I preſs d, 


Where ch ryſtal Eden flows: 
Young Jockey ſat him by my fide; 

- T'kenn'd his meaning ſoon, 
He afk d a kiſs—T ſcornful cry'd, 

Ah! Hoot away ye Loon, | 


1 Dear Poaty: din na flout a youth, 46 


Nor gi' that boſom pain, 


Which pants wi' honour and wi truth, | 


To take thee for its ain. 
Then on his pipe he ſweetly bara 
A moſt delightful tune, 
| me na mair words to him I ſaid, 
Than hoot awa, ye Loon. 51 


He ſaid, 'Meſs * mould us unite 
If Ito Kirk wou'd gang: ne 

My boſom beat wi? new delight, 1 7 
With him I went Aang. 

The bonny Lad I found ſincere, 
Not waining like the moon; 

89 dear 1 loo bim, I na mair 
* hoot awa, ye One _ 


* 


CF 


7 LXXII. >, : 
Written by a LADY. 


WIEN Gs 1 ken'd young Sandy's face, 
He ſung and laok'd. wi' fic a grace, 

He ftole my heart, but did na care, 
The lad he loo'd a laſs more fair. 
And oft I ſung o'er brae and bourn, 
How ſweet the love that meets. return. | 


He lov'd a laſs wi' fickle mind, 
Was ſometimes cauld, and — kind, 
| Which made the love - ſick laddie rue, 
For ſhe was cauld, when he was true. 
He mourn d and ſung o er brae and bourn, 
How wet the love that meets return. | 


95 day a pretty wreath „ 


Where cowſlſips with ſweet lav rocks join'd; - 
To make a garland for her hair, 


. But ſne refus d the gift ſo fair; 


ö 4 Such ſcorn, he cry'd, can neꝰ er be born, 
But der the love that meets return. 


3 my tel · tale oe en, 

And love ſo true, is ſooneſt ſeen ; 
Dear Laſs, ſaid he, my heart is thine, | 
Fen thy ſoft wiſhes are like mine: 
Now Jenny in her tura may mourn, 


* 


— For ſweet's the love that meets return. 


My 
9 


0.85 7 
My anſwer was both frank and kind, 
I lov'd the lad, and tolPd my mind, 
To Kirk we went wi' hearty glee, 
And who a bleſt as he and me. 


Now blithe we ſing o'er brae and bourn, 
How ſweet the DOVE that meets return. 


XXII, 5 


By: cs on the green, f * 
Where Lads and Laſſes ſtray, 
How ſweet the bloſſom'd bean! 

How ſweet the new-made hay ! 
100 not to me ſo ſweet, 

The bloſſoms on the thorn, 
As when my lad I meet, 

More freſh than May-day morn, 


Give me the Lads ſo blithe and gay. 
. Give me the tartan plaidd ; 

F. or ſpite of all the wiſe e 
Pl wed * 4 „ 


His dan is "ie + tho 
His een are bonny blue, 1 85 
Like roſe bud ſweet his mw. 
| When wet with morning dew 3 


1 3 


Young Will is rich and great, 

And fain wou'd ca” me his, 

| But what is pride or ſtate, 
/ | Without love's ſmiling bliſs, 


_ Give: me the lad, Kc. 2 N 


When firſt he talk d of love, 
le look'd fac blithe and gay, 
His flame I did approve, 
1 | And cou'd na ſay him nay, 
Then to the kirk I'Il haſte, . ; 
There prove my love and truth 1 : 
Reward a love ſae chaſte, © © 
And wed the conſtant youth, 
Give me the Lad, &. 


* , 3 
* 
£ 3 8 


$a 5 NAME LEXIV, EY CE 


WIEN o- o'er the downs at ga days 
My Lowland Willy hied him, 

With joy Idrove'my'cows that * 
In miltking to abide him. 
My bonny, bonny, Lowland Will, "wy bonny 
| Lowland Willy, © fr 

O love, to ſhew thy power divine, 

Make the Lowland laddie mine, 
My bonny, bonny, Lowland Will, my bonny 
Lowland * 


Ct & } 


Twas o'er the downs he firſt began, | | 
To tell how welthe loo'd me, | 

Cou'd I refuſe the charming man, f 
Ah, no, his paſſion n me. 

My bonny, &. 


My Willy? s love to me was joy, 
5 J own'd it ſoon, believe me; 

To kirk I'll hie me wi' the boy, 

| Fo or he will ne'er deceive me. ai 


E.. 


| LXXV. e BY 
Trax tanefat kv'rocks cheer the groves 
And ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green "'Þ 


Now o'er the mead I love to rove, 
Wi' bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 5 1 
Whene'er. we ſit-beneath the ſhade, AN 
Or wander Oer the lea; L 
* s always wooing, nne e 
Always wooing me. 
Ho $ freſh and fair as flow'rs in May, 
The b. itheſt lad o the 12 3 
| wi — Jem of Abardbons” oc 
5 2 | Whene'er we ſit, be. 


ww joy I leave my father's cot, 
Wi ' ilka ſport of glen or green: | 
Well pleas'd to ſhare the humble lot, 
Of bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 


Whene'er we ſit, &c. 
11 


ut 


LXXVI. 


| LXXVI. - 1 7 
Written ** Mr. Drypix. . : 
Is&T my ftory you'd know — was ken Mal 


rooney, 
T. jolman, and Ireland my nation, 
To be ſure I was not a tight fellow too honey, 
Before my tranſmogrification. . 
I did not at all talk of flames and of darts 
To conquer the fair the dear jewels! a 
And wid huſbands, becaſe why I won theirwives 
hearts, 1 T ; Fax 
I did not fight plenty dads "EE, 
'Then arrah, bodder how you can, 
Yowll ne'er perſuade me, honey, 
For I ſhall always, bull ns ' 
Be Patrick Mulroon ex. 
When at rar or White's, or at Brookes' 15 0 or 
I' ' ve ſat up all ++ 3 
Mongſt black 1 coggers, © 1 pigeon, and | 
noodl es, 
The calling to uſe 1 nn in: 
To be ſure many honeſt gold guineas it rang 
But, ſince tis a ſervice of danger, 
I'm a better man now I'm a bull in the fields, 2 
To popping and tilting a ſtranger. 


* 


LXXVnI. 


( % „ 


My. Jeany and I have told 
The live-long ſummer's day, 
Till we were almoſt ſpoiPd, 
At making of the hay. 
Her kerchy was of holland clear, 
Ty'd to her bonny brow; ; 
I whiſper'd ſomething in her ear: * 
But what is that to 8 


. 
« — COTS — 4 — 
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Her ſtockings were of kerſoy green, 
And tight as ony ſilk; 
0, fic a leg was never denk 
Her ſkin was white as milla 
Her hair was black as ane could win, 
And ſweet, ſweet was her mow 
Ah! Jeany daintily can kifs.;. 
But what 1 is that to you ? 


| T he roſe hd lily baith combine 
To make my Jeany fair; | 
There is nae beniſon like mine. 
I have amaiſt —1 care. 12 8 0 5 
But when another ſwain, my fair, 
Shall ſay you're fair to view ; 
Let Jeany whiſper in his ear; „ 
Pray n 1s that to . | | 
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LXXVIII. 


As down on | Banna's banks Thad. one even- 

ing in May, 

The . birds, in I notes, made vocal © 
v'ry lay: 

They ung their little tales of love, they ſung 


them o'er and oer, | 
Ah! gramachree, ma — ma Molly 


alntore 
The au ey and all the e Gets, the dawn of na- 
f ture yields, 
The primroſe pale, and wet blue, lay ſeatter'd 
| o'er the fields; 
Such 1 in the boſom les of her v whom i 
| 1 gramachree, be. N 


. laid me down upon a bank, W my „ad "IN 

That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love, and cfuel 
55 Molly 's hate; Wh Wt 

How can ſhe break the honeſt 


| that wears | 


ber! in it's core ? 8 8 | 
Ah! gramachree, &c.. ad 


You faid you lov'd me, Molly dear: Ah! why 
did T believe? 


Vet who could think ſuch tender words werb l 
bot to deceive ? | 


That 


3 That love was all I aſk'd on earth, nay, Heav'n 
could give no more. 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 


. O! had I all the flocks Aran on yonder yel*. 
low hill, "I 
Or low'd for me the num' ”rous herds that. yort - 
green paſture fill; 
With her I love, Id gladly ſhare. m kine and | 
fleecy ſtore. 
Ahl gramachree; r hey 77 7ug 


Two turtle-doves, above my head, far courting on 
T 
1 envy'd them their happineſs, to ſee them bill an and 
coo; 
Such fondneſs once for me the new d. * now, 
| alas! 'tis o'er. 
Ah! gramachree c. 


Then fare thee well, my Mony dear, thy los. 4 
eer ſhall mourn, - _ 247 


While life remain in 8 heart, twil * 
for thee alone; 


Tho? thou angifalſe, may Heav'n on n thee? its choices 
bleſſings pour. | 
Ah! z gramachroe, * 555 


: 
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LXXIX. 
0 SANDY, why leav'ff hon thy Nelly to mourn, 
Thy preſence could eaſe me, 
When naithing can pleaſe me'! 


Now dowie I figh on the banks of the bourn, 
Or throwgh the wood, laddie, until chou return. 


170 


Tho? woods now are bonny, and — are clear 
While Iav' rocks are ſinging. 1 
- And primroſes ſpringing, 4 
Yet mane of them pleaſes mine eye ormine ear, 
When through the _ laddie, ye dinna wp” 


pear. 


That I « am forſaken ſome pre not to ui, 

I'm faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morning, 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart w? a knell, 
en throu gh the eps rp e- 1 wander my 
2 o 


ene dear Sandy, no 
But quick as an arrow. 
Haſte hence to thy marrow , 
© Who's living in langour till that happy day, 
When thro' the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing 
and play. 75 


% 


* 
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AND I'll o'er the moor to Maggie, 
Her wit and ſweetneſs call me, 1 
Then to my faic I'll ſhew my mind. 
Whatever may befall me. e 
If ſhe love mirth I'll learn to ſing, 5 
Or likes the nine r 
I'll lay my lugs in Pindus' ſpring, | 
And invocate Apollo, 


If me admire a martial mind, usr n 8 ni 
I'll ſheathe my limbs 1 in armour: W {wad FY 
If to the ſofter dance inclin d. 
With gayeſt airs. I'll charm her: | 
If ſhe love grandeur day and night. 
I'll plot my nation's glory, 
Find favour in my Prince's fight, 9 10 
And ſhine in future ſtory. 27 $0 241 2:02.98] 


Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, e 
Where wit is correſponding; 15 
And bra veſt men know beſt to pleaſe, | n PIE 4 


With complaiſance abounding. ro 44 
My bonny Maggie's love can turn MY 
Me to what mape ſhe pleaſes, 


If in her breaſt that flame ſhall . N : 
Which in my boſom blaze. 
1  LXXXI 


LXXXI, 
D U E x. 
Mi rT RIZR. 


- Avip Rob b Morris that wins in your glen, 
He's the king of good fellows, and wale of aul 


men, 
Has fourſcore black ſheep, and Gartoore too. 14 
And Rob Morris: is the man ye maun loo. 

1 Davor ER. 5 
Ha'd your tongue, mither, and let that abee, 
For his eild and my. eild can never agree: 
They 'I never agree, and that will be ſeen! 
Fe he is — and I'm but fifteen... 
* Mira. 
Ha'd your tongue, doughter, and 10 by you - 
me... 
For he's be 2 bridegroom, and ye's- be the bride ; 
He ſhall lye by your ſide, and kiſs ye too; 8 
Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun oo. 
| DavoaTER. e a 
Auld Rob Morris I ken him ſou wegl... 
| His back it ticks out like ony peet <=" 
He's out ſhinn'd, in knee'd, and ringle-ey'd 08 
Auld Rob b Morris is che man Þ ll ne'er loo. 
MITE. W dns 


Tho auld Rob Moti be ee 15 ; 


Yet his auld braſs it will buy a new pan; 
Then, Doughter, ye ſhoudna be ſae ill to ſhoo, 


| For auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo, 
; SOR wk - Dovu cre 


(907 


DovenTs R. 


Bat auld Rob Morris Tnever will hae, 


His back is ſae Riff, and his beard is grown grey 5- | 


J had titter die than live wi” him a year; 
Sac mairof Rob Morris I never will hear, 


IXXXII. 


A bonny lad there paſſed by; 


As I fat at my ſpinning- wheel. 


3 


I kenn' d him round, and lik'd Rand 6 6 


Geud faith he had a bonny eye : 
My heart new panting. gan to feel, 


But ftill I turn d my ſpinning-wheel, | 4 


Moſt graciouſly he did appear, 
As he my preſence did draw near, 
And round about my-ſlender waiſt 


He claſp'd his arms and me embrac'd : 


To kiſs my hand he down did, 
As I fat at my ſpinning-wheel. 


My milk-white hand he did extol, 


* 


And prais'd my fingers long and ſmall ; 


And ſaid there was no lady fair, 
That ever cou'd with me compare. 


Theſe pleaſing words my heart did feet; ; 
But till I turn'd my ſpinning- Wheel, 


Alcho⸗ 


1 
9 
; 
. 
| 
- 
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Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, 
Vet he would never be deny d 

But did declare his love the more, 

Until my. heart was wounded ſore, 

That I my love cou'd ſcarce conceal; 

But yet I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 

As for my yarn, my rock and reel, 

And after that, my ſpinning-wheel, 

He bid me leave them all with ſpeed, 

And gang with him to yonder mead. | 
My panting heart ſtrange flames did feel; 
Yet ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning- wheel. 


| He ftopp'd and gaz'd, and blithly fad, 


Now ſpeed thee well my bonny maid; 


ut if thou'f to the hay-cock go, 


Fl learn thee better work, I trow. © 
Good faith lik'd him at * 
But ftill I turn'd my ſpinning-Wheel. 8 


He lovely veil'd his bonnet oft, _ 
And ſweetly kiſs'd my lips/ſo ſoft; 

Yet ſtill, between each honey kiſs. | 
Fe urg'd to gang to further bliſs; | 293 
Till I reſiſtleſs fire did feel, | | 

Then let alone my (| pinning-wheel. 


Among the pleaſing cocks of hay, 
Then with my bonny lad I lay; 
What damſel ever could den 


A youth with ſuch a charming eye? 1 Lit 


The pleaſure I caunot reveal, 
It far ſurpaſs d my ſpinning-wheel. 


LXXXIII. 
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AN ru awa to bonny Tweed fe, 
And ſee my deary come throw. 
And he ſhall be mine Fon 
| Gif ſae he inen 
For I hate to lead Ne | 
_ © _ While young and fair, . 
_ Fi make 8 
To ſecure myſelf ina Jo: . 
EW .. . 
To let my blood cool, 1 
And ſyne gae lead Apes below. | 
Few wards, bonny lad, J 
Will eithly perſwade, . mc 
Tho' bluſhing, I daftly ſay no: A 
Gae on with. your firaig, ' 
And doubt. not to gain, 8 
For J hate to dee. EE 
Unty'd to a man, 1 
: Do whate'er we can, 
We never can thrive or do?: 
Then I will do well. Sh 
Do better wha will, 
And let them lead Apes below. 7 
—- Our 


* 
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That beauties upon us beſtow ; 


13 
The Gods are gracious, 


?Tis not to be thought, 
We got them for nought, 


Or to be ſet up for a ſnew. 


"Tis carried by votes, 
Come kilt up ye're coats, 
And let us to Edinburgh go. 


„ 


Where ſhe that's 8 
May catch a Johny, 
And neyer lead re below, 


| 


1 i 
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Coup and raw the North FR 
Bleak in the morning early, - 
All the trees were hid with ſnow, 


Cover'd with winter yearly ; 
As I was rifing o'er the flough, | 
I met with a farmer's daughter, * 
Her roſy cheeks and bonny brow z 
Good faith my mouth did water, 3 


Down I veiP'd my bonnet low _. | 
Meaning to ſhew my breeding, 
She return'd a graceful bow, 4b. 
Her _ as 185 


9 
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I aſk'd her where ſhe was going ſo ſoon, 
And long'd to hold a parle, 
She told me to the next market · town, 
On purpoſe to ſell her barley. 


In this purſe, ſweet Soul, ſaid I, 
Twenty Pounds lies fairly; 

Seek no further one to buy, 
For iſe take all thy barley 

Twenty pounds more ſhall purchaſe ann. 
Thy perſon 1 love ſo dearly, | 

If thou wilt jig with me all night, 
And gang home in the e. 


If forty- pounds would bay the globe 

This thing I would not do, Sir; 

Or were my friends as poor as Ir. 

I'd never raiſe t hem ſo, Sir: 

For ſhou'd you prove one night my friend, 
We's get a young kid together, 2 
And you'd begone ere nine months end i 

Then where ſhould I find the father? 


Pray what would then my r on 
If I ſhould be ſo filly, 


1 te maidenhead aways 


5 6 


And loſe my true love Billy? 
Oh, this would bring me to diſgrace, 

And therefore I ſay you nay, Sir; 
And if that you would me embrace, 

Firſt marry, and then you may, Sir. 


a „ 
© , . 
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I.:. told her 1 had wedded been 
. Fourteen years and longer ; 

A Elſe I'Sthufe her for my queen, 
And tie the knot ſtill ſtronger. - 
She bid me then no farther come, | 

| But manage my wedlock fairly, 

| And keep my Purſe for poor ſpouſe at home, 
| | For ſome other ſhould buy her * 


"Then as ſuiſt as any Roe, 
She rode away and left me, 
After her I could not go, 
Of joy ſhe-quite bereft me; 
Thus I myſelfdid diſappoint, "api 
For ſhe did leave me fairly; + | 
One word knock: all things ont of Joint, | J. 
[ loſt both maid and barley. l 


Riſing down a narrom lane, "EE 1 
Some trio or three hours after, 5 7 135 
Then I chane'd to meet again, : 
This farmer's bonny daughter; 

Altho' it was both raw and coll, 1 1 
ſtaid to hold a parle 1 [| 
B And ſhew'd . 3 
= | When as flichad fd her barley. | | ov 


Love, Gd I, pray do not frown, - 
But let us change embraces: 
III buy thee a fine filken gown, - . 

Wich cibban. gloves, ar laces; 5 


— * 


8 2 % 
"C7 I 


A ring and bod muff and fan, | 
No lady ſhall have neater ; be 

For, as I am an honeſt man, 

I 'er ſaw a ſweeter creature: 


Then I nach her by the hands, 
And faid, my deareſt jewel, 


Why ſhould'ſt thou thus diſputiug ſtand. 


I prithee be not cruel. 
She found my, mind was fully bent, 
To pleaſe my fond deſire; 
Therefore ſhe ſeemed to conſent, 


But I wiſh I had ne'er come nigh. her. 


Sir, ſaid ſhe, what ſhall I do, 


If I commit this evil, 5 5 : 


| And yield myſelf in love with you, 1 
I hope yo will prove civil? 


You talk of ribbons, gloves, and rings, 


And likewiſe gold and treaſure ; 
Oh, let my firſt enjoy thoſe things, 


And then you ſhall have Tan n. | 


Sure thy will ſhall be obey'd; 

Said I, my own dear honey: 
Then into her lap I quickly laid 

Full forty pounds in money ; | 
We'll to the market-town this day, = 

And ftraitway end this quarrel ;; + 
And deck thee like a lady gay. 

In * rich ap you. 


N R 3 
. * 


*- 


All my gold and a 
- To her 1 did dehver; 3. 0 
On the road we did repair, 


Out-coming to a river, 
Whoſe waters are both deep and wides, 
Such rivers Ine er ſee man; 
She leapt her mare on th? other fide, | 
Then my heart was ſunk full low, 

With grief and care TORUS 
After her I could not go, 

For fear of being drowned: 

She tarn'd about, and ſaid, behold, 
I'm not for your devotion; 
But, Sir, I thank you for your geld, 

[ "Twill ſerve Yenlarge my portion. 


I began to ſtamp and flare, 
To ſee what ſhe had acted; 
With my hands I tore my hair, 
Like one that was diſtracted. 
Give me my money then, „ 
Good faith, I did but lend it; 
But ſhe full faſt away did ride, 
\ And vow'd ſhe did not intend i its. 


Written by Mr. DinBpin. 


Farr, honey, in Ireland, I'd find out a fla 


In each capias, euch batt'ry and action; 
For dere - oh my ſoul—ſatisfaction is law, 
And, what's better, fait law's ſatisfaction. 


When 


— 


k 4 


(wy 


When to cut your frjend's-trote dat affronts you's 
15 the word, 
"Whom dat argument none ae; i abi 5 3 
For we clear knotty Points by the 9%, 


ſword, + 
And make flaws large enough with. our Nolte 
And great is the pleaſure it yield, 
While our ſeconds are hard at ur back, 
And boldly we both take the field, 
Wid our tierce and our carte—ſa, fa, whack ! 


Arrah troth were a jolman purſud at his heel 
By a conſtable, fait, or a baily; © 
To be ſure in three mimites the cet wo not 
feel 
. O'er his ſconce a tight dic of Mang. 
Then for actions and a and dat charming Aa 
liſt 
Of returns, dat in law cut a ad, 
Oh we make out returns by a turn of the wriſt, 
And draw bonds by the pull of a trigger. 
And great are the pleaſures it yield, 
When our ſeconds are hard at our back, 8 
When boldly we both take the field, | | 
Wid our tierce and our carte —ſa, fa, whagk! | 


9 
* 


| LXXXVI. 


1 WINNA marry ony mon but Sandy o'er the Lee, 
But I my my pars er my Sandy W 
Lee: : 


For rh ay a kiſſing, Mang aye king me. 
I will 


(0 5 

ran got have the miniſter, for all his godly looks 

Nor yet will I the lawyer have, for all his wily 
. ee 

ö P will not have che ploughman lad, nor yet will F 

| | the miller, 

But I will have my Sandy lad, without one penny, 


filler: x #230 
| - Forbe's aye 2 king, Kc 
I will not have the ſoldier lad, for he gangs to the 
. war; TILA | 
I will not have the ſailor/ lad, becauſe he ſmells oß 
{54 ARES" LEE 
F will not have the lord nor - laird, for all theis' 
| mickle gear ; 


. Met vill have my oy lad; r. Sandy ve, 'erthe 
1 ; S meir: b 
For e's aye a lunes. Ke. 
4 i 5 * 3 
a "ET th4 IXXXVIII 
SS ines by Mr. DIB DIN. 
1 SING of a war ſet on foot for a toy, 7 


And of Paris, and Helen, and. Hector, and Troy, 


Te on women, kings, ag 'rals, and coblers 
you ſtumble, - 


And of mortals and gods x meet a very ſtrange 
| - Jumble. 
Sing didderoo bubberoo, oh my joys. 
How ſweetly they did one another defiday.. 2 
Come fill up your bumpers, the whiſky enjoy, 
| May wenCer ſee the * to the ſiege of Troy. 


1 Kalb - 


* 


—— 


t 20g ) 


Menelaus was happy wid Helen his wife, 
Except that ſhe led him a devil of a life, 


% 


Wid dat handſome tack Paris ſhe'd toy and ſhe 


: play 55 by 
Till they pack'd up their ally, and they both ran 
- RWAY, — 

Sing didderoo, be. | 


Agamemnon, and all the great chiefs of his | houſe, 

Soon took up the cauſe of this hornified ſpouſe, 

While Juno aid this thing, and Venus faid that, 

And the gods fell a wrangling men not for 

what. 7 

Sing didderaa, &. I-12 

oh den ſuch & flaughter and cutting of trotes, 

And {laying of bullocks, and off ring up goats | 

Till the cunning Ulyſſes, the Trojans to croſs, 

Clapt forty fine fellows in one wooden horſe. 
Sing didderoo, &. 741 


Oh den for to ſee the maids, widows, and ths. 
Crying ſome for their bd ane tome” for their 
lives; , : 
Thus after tin years they'd Jefended their town, 
Poor dear Troy in tin minutes was all burnt down 1 
Sing didderoo, & G. F 3 \ 


But to foo how it ended's the beſt joke of all, : 
- Scarce had wrong'd Menelaus aſcended the wall, 
But he blubb'ring faw Helen, and, oh range t to 

N 
The man took his mare again, and fo all was well. 
5 Sing didderoo, Ke. 
78 x LXXXVIII. 


= o Tweed's ſweet pleaſant banks. i 
{F How happy ha? I firay'dl 3 
= They call'd me bonny Bell, Y 
The windſome laughing maid. 3 
My days I danc'd away, © © 
| I ſung fra? morn till een, „ 
| TI-frftT ken'd the charms © | 
ot Willy & the Greens + =» 
His een are bright. 
His ſmiles delight, 
neee n Willy 5 _ u 40 
The ſhepherd's art, W 
Hlas won my heartz © 
9 8 figh for bonnx Willy.. „3 
At Kirk or on Rey - | : 
He laoks ſo like a ads. 5 
„3 re e 
The laſſes like him weel. r 
They praiſe his beanie. 88 
| Young Willy « 0! the Green: EY A 
His ſmiles, delight, „„ ; 
The ſhepherd's Ty i Tr 
. Has won my 4 5 en wn 
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1 The ſhepherd's art : þ os q 
| Has won my heart ; * 

is Ggh for e "TR „ 
. IXXXIX. 
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ah 1 While thus his grave with flow'rs I crown, 'S 
3 . O! Bothwell Banks, &c. 


- He dances wi' each laſs, _ yt 


_— —— —  — — * 
* 


He ſports wi? muckle glee, 
But when he fings of love, 


He ſighs and looks on me. 
He loves but me alone, ks 

I may believe his een, 
And I ſhall ſoon be bleſt, 

Wi' Willy o'er the green. 

His een ſa bright, 
His ſmiles delight, : 
Nane dance or pipe like Willy ; . 


Written by Mrs. Pap = ag 2 


O, Bothwell Banks, thou bloomeſt b 
But, ah] chou mak*f my heart deſpair; - *, 
For all beneath thy holths ſo green, | 
My love and 1 wad ſit and fing, 1 

O! Bothwell Banks, thou bloomeſt fair 

But ah ! thou makeſt my heart deſpair : :; 
 Well- a-day, well-a-day, woe IS: 


He left me on a dreary day, 


And ſleeps beneath this ſod of clay, 
Till death my tears his fate ſhall mourn, 


— 


6 


—— 


W „ — 
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* * 


The trumpet call'd, my Soldier 1. 
/ The foes of Scotland to purſue: 
He fought, he fell, by robbers ſlain— 
When will my boſom burſt wi? pain. 
O! Bothwell Banks, &c, _ 


$4 


Avip Kilo LE 7 


WHEN the ſheep are in the bald, and the ky 
at hame, tt, 

Anda' the warld to deep are gene, = 

The waes of my heart fra's in ſhow'rs "ANY 

When my gude man lies Tound by me. | 


Young Jamie loo'd me well, and he fought me 
for his bride, 

But ſaving a crown he kad nothing befide : _ 

To mak-this crown a pund, my Jamie gade to ſea, 

And the crawn and the pund were baith. for me. 


He had na been awa a week but only twa, 
When my mither ſhe fell fick and the cow was 


© ftoun awa, LG. 
My father brak his arm, and my Jamie „ 
And Auld Robin 90 came a courting. to me. 
My father cond na work, and my aber cow 


na- ſpin, 
I ird c. day and night, but thei bread I cod 
na . 5 þ 


% 
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(410 0 
Auld Rob maintain'd chem baith, and wi' tears 


EE i + 
Said, Jenny, for their Tikes, O marry me. 


My heart it ſaid nae, I look'd for Jamie back/ 
But the wind it blew high, and the ſhip it was. ® 
wreck, - 
The ſhip it was a wreck, why did na Jamiedie? 
And why do I live to fay wa es me? | 


Aald Robin argued fair, though wy mither did na 
| ſpeak, 
She look'd in my face "ill my heart was like to 
| break: 
80 hoy gi'ed him my hand, tho! wp heart was 
at the fea, 
And Auld Robin Grey is ds man to me. 


I had na been a wife a week but only four, 
When fitting ſae mournfully at the door, 
I faw my Jamie's ghaiſt, for I cou'd na think it he, 
Till he faid, I's come back for to marry thee. | 


O fair did we greet, and muckle did we ſays 

We took but a kiſs and tore ourſelves away, 
I wiſh I were dead, but I'm na like to die 
And why do I live to ſay wa es me. 


% 


1 gang na like a ghaiſt, and care na to ſpin ; 
I I daro na think on Jamie, for that wou'd be a fin 
But I'll do my beſt; a gude wife to be, 1 
For Auld Robin Grey is kind unto me. : 


% 


Vor. III. ** 


% 


o# 


*JAMIE's COMPLAINT; or, the. Snap er. i* 


AvLD Ronin Grzy, 


: | Grey, | 
Alas! I dinna eee my time gauge away; _ 
Tho“ hard were my misfortunes | When: I. was 
wreck'd at ſea, 
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"T'was all for Jenny's ſake that I fail'd on the main, 
In hopes of gecting richer her gaily to maintain, 
But fatal was the hour I ever went to ſea, 
Since Jenny's love is loſt, and ſhe did na ay for me. 


If her parents were poor, and cou'd na work or ſpin, 
Vet Auld Robin Grey had na right for her to win; 
If charity he did from out his golden ſtore, 


aſk na more. 


— — 


Bure phi it is a curſed thing, of Now it is the bane, 
vet wa is me, I cry to think that I had nane: 
Yet women's love is fickle, as cantie as the wind, 
My Jeany ſhe has * it ſo, alas! too true I find · 


4 W \ * X 
i * , 
Sr \ What 


SMNCE jeny ſhe has 0d a with Auld Robin 


i dd Jodes Bdbt forme · 


The deed it might reward him—he would na 
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What made the old carl take fic a lovely maid, 


The winter of his age is not fitting for her bed; 
Like ſtain he lies beſide her, and ſnores the night awa, 
Had ſhe ſtaid for | JO! it had na been fa. 


Her hath; were like the lies, her checks wore 
like the roſe, 

And her breath it was as ſweet as the zephyr 
when it blows; 

Her eyes were like ſtars in a froſty night ſo fine, | 


1 Yet wae is Jamie's heart, the never can be mine. 


True love belongs to man, do women ey 
have none, 


| Or Auld Robin Grey cou'd ne'er have Jenny won; 
It was his gold that charm'd while Iwas gone to ſea, 


Vet ſure ſhe can't be happy for thus . me. 


Adieu then, my | falſe Jenny, fince. war now 
calls to arms, 

PI fail upon the ocean, and quite forget thy charms: | 

PI fight againſt the foe, no matter death orlife, 

Since Auld Robin Grey has ever Jonny for a Ow. 


Yet ſhould I n the news it may ſpread, 
That Jenny ſtie is free again, and auld Robin dead; 
I'll wait what fate ordains, and never more repine, 


But yet will live in hopes that Jenny may be mine, 


LE „e. 
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VVV 
The Dzary of AvuLD Ronin Gaar. 


TAE ſummer i it was ſmiling, all nature round 
was gay. 

When Jenny was attending on Auld Robin Grey, 

For he was fick at heart, and had nae friend beſide, 

But only me, poor Jenny, who newly was his bride. 


Ah! Jenny, I ſhall die, he cried, as ſure as [ 


had birth, 


Then ſee my poor old 8 I prays laid into 
tze earth, 


And be a widow, for my ſake, a eie 


and a day, 


And I will leave thee whats er belongs t to Auld 
Robin Grey. 


I laid poor Robin in the earth, as decent as 31 could · 
And * a tear upon his grave, for he was 


ry good; 


1 took (ro rock all in my hand, and i in my cot 


I figh'd, 


Ot wa is me! what ſhall I do, ben poor ; 


Auld Robin died. 


Peg ev'ry part throughout the land, there”, 


none like me forlorn ; 
I'm ready een to ban the day that ever I was born, 


For Jamie, all Ilov'd on earth, ah! he is gone away, 
My N s dead, my mither's dead, and eke 


Auld * Grey 
| I roſe 


(16 


I roſe up with the l ſun, and * till 
ſetting da.. 

. And one whole year of widowhood I mourn'd 
f for Auld Robin Grey; 

Idid the duty ofa wife, both kind and conſtant too, 


Let ev'ry one example take, and Jenny's plan purſue. 


1 thought that jamie he was dead, or he to 
me was loſt, 

And all my fond and youthful love entirely” 

was croſs'd; 

I tried to ſing, I tried to laugh, and paſs the”. 
time away, 

For I had ne'er a friend alive, ſince died Auld 
Robin EF. 


At length the merry bells rung cow 1 cou'd n na 
gueſs the cauſe, 
Bra Rodney was the man, they ſaid, who gain 'd 
ſo much applauſe; 
I doubtedĩf the tale was true, till Jamie came to me. 
And ſhew'd a purſe of golden are, and ſaid i it is | 
for. thee. - 


Auld Robin Grey 1 end is dpaſhs and Kill your * 
heart is true, 
Then take me, Jenny, to your arms, and I will 
be ſo too; | 
Meſs John ſhall join us at the kirk, and we'll be 
blithe and gay, 
I bluſh'd, conſented, and reply'd, diag. to Robin ; 
G1 wet 


5 3 XCIII. : 


. 
: — IP 7 2 
| oni. 
| . Jauns's sReTuRN, and MaRRIAGE with 
b IN Nr. | 
. Wen 3 returned from the falt ſeas, 
He gatten wealth enough to live at hame at eaſe, 
| . And to heighten his joy the news it was ſpread, 
{18 That Jenny ſhe was free, and Auld Robin * 
| Was dead. | A 
| Altho* his poor heart was _ in deſpair,, | 4 
| Unto his Jenny he ftraightway did repair; 1 
| As ſoom as ſhe-ſaw him ſhe'flew to his arms, = 
| Saying, heaven has protected my Jamie from harms-- 1 
Ah lang ſeem'd che time that I was a wife —_ 
I mourn'd night and day, and was weary of my life. 1 
But now I will rejoice and forget all my pain, = 
Since now my dear Jamie's return'd hame again. . 
Ma langer dear Jenny cou'd the time ſeem to you, 1 
Iban it did to me, I had moſt reaſon to rue, 1 
Mx love it was conſtant, and my heart like to break-- 5 


For when firſt L went from you it was for your lake... 


My love i it was as true as your's I do. proteſt, - 
Tho” I married Auld Robin *twas you I lov'd beſt, | 
But I thought ye. was dead, and my mither 1 


declare, 1 


Thoughtthe fame ; and aur fell in the hare. . 9 5 ' 


( 5 Y 


Then why do we parley, or think of what is paſt,. . 
Will Jenny promiſe me thather love it ſhall laſt? 

Iß that her love is conſtant to the kirk let us hie, 
And there be united in love until we die. 


She gave him her hand, to the kirk they both went, 
And there they were married, to all parties content, 
And now he maintains her like a lady ſo gay, 


She's forgot all her ſarrows hkewiſe- ap W 
* 


- 


XCIY... 
De GnaisT of AULD Ronan GREY. 


| "Twas at the dead of night, ſoon after Jenny 1 
wed, IS | 

And wi' her faithful Jamie was ſleeping in her 
bed, 

A hollow voice ſhe heard; „ which call'd ber to 
awake, 


And liſten to the words wou'd be utter'd. for her: 
ſake. 


She Barted from her ſleep; ker boſom beat wi 7 
When the ghaiſt of Robin Grey before her did. 


| SE Aer; 5 $ 
It wav'd its ſhadowy” hand, and FER to her did 
ay, 
« Ah! Jenny, liſt awhile to your Auld Robin 
Grey.. 


* 


T do 
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7 a. cat come, dear Jean your ended 19 re- 


prove, 
Or intermpt the joys you ſhare in conſtan Sane > 
love, 


His honeſt heart deſerves whate'er it can receive, 


Wh he has fought ſo nobly, and wou'd not * 


deceive. 


Still let his courage mY His country” $ erte WY 


To you he ſafe ſhall come again, the fates now 
bid me tell: 


With Howe as well as Rodney his valour he'll 


diſplay, 
If you will but believe the ghaiſ of Robin Grey. 


And Jenny muſt ſubmit, your virtue is your guard, 


For Fortune has in ſtore for you a high and rich 


reward; 


- The haughty Dons 3 wich Holland and 


with France, 
Vour Jamie with freſh laurel's .crowr'd will t0 
Pour wiſh advance. 


: 


Then let him haſte wi all his ſpeed to join the 

noble fleet, 

'Tho' danger does appear in view, no harm ban 

| Jamie meet; oh 
But joyful ſhalt return upon a future FTA 

As you may ſure believe the ghaiſt of Robin Grey. 


e nan, at! ens. ee 
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u. 
Written b Mr. Dizvey.' 


Myr name's Ted Blas, I' be „ 
And man and boy upon this ground, 

Full twenty years I've beat my round, 
Crying Vauxhall watch: 


And as that time's a little ſhort, | 

With ſome ſmall folks that here reſort, 

| To be ſure I have not had ſome ſport, 
Crying Vauxhall watch. | 


Oh of pretty wenches dreſt ſo Sake 

And maccaronies what a fight, 

Of a mdonlight morn I've bid good night, | 
Crying Vauxhall watch. 


| The lover cries no ſoul will ſee, 

You are deceiv'd my love, cries ſhe, 

Dare's dat Iriſh tafe there—meaning me - 
Crying Vauxhall watch. 


80 they goes on with their amorous talk, 
Till they gently ſteals to the dark walk, 
While I ſteps aſide, no ſport to balk, 
Crying Vauxhall watch. | 
Oh of pretty wenches, &c. . 
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In Aberdeen, ſure ne'er was ſeen 


(os 


WITH tunefal pipe, and merry plee, 
Young Jocky won my heart; 
A blyther loon you ne'er did ſee, 
All beauty without art: 


eee ee 5 


To gain my fond belief; . 


But now the ſwain roves o'er the plain, 


And leaves me full of grief. 
Voung jemmy courts with artful ſonſg, 
But few regard his moan; Wo 


The laſſes about Jocky throng, . 


And Jemmy's left alone: | —__ 


A Don that gave ſuch pain; 
He daily wooes, and ftill purſues, 
Till he does all obtain. OI 


But ſoon as he hath gain d the bliſs, 
Away the loon does run, 

And hardly will afford a kiſs . 
To filly me undone: | © 

Bonny Mony, Moggy, Dolly . 
Avoid my roving ſwain; e 

His wily tongue befure you Run, a 
Lare. 


4 119 ) 


Kent . 


O Belly Bell, and Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny laſſes, 
The bigg'd a bow'r on you. burn-brae, 
And theek'd it oer wi' raſhes. 

Fair Beſſy Bell I lov'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne' er cou'd alter; 

But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 
They gar my e falter. | 


thy 
- Now Beſſy 8 hai! 's like A a * 
She ſmiles like a May-morning, 
When Phebus ſtarts frac Thetis“ Ps, 
The hills with rays adorning: 
White is her neck, ſaft . 
Her waiſt and feet's fow genty, 
With ilka grace ſhe can command; 
Her lips, O wow |. they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like the craw, - 
Her eye like diamonds glance 
She's aye ſo clean, redd-up, and braw, : 
She kills whane'er ſhe. dances: 
Blyth as à kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight, and tall is; 
And guides her airs ſae gracefu ſill, 
Oh Jove ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell, and Mary _ 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 


Our fancy's jee between you 1 
Ye are ſic bonny laſſes: 


Wae's me! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law; we're ſtented ; 
Then I'll draw cuts, and take wy fate, 

And be with «ns MRO. | — 
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| Written 5 Mr. birsis- 


Airy polls toil'd o one Ce hin 8 pony 4 


Young Shelah, as ſhe ſat beſide him, 


| Fairly ſtole his pipe away— | 
Oh den to hear how ſhe'd deride him, | 
Where; poor Dermot, is 1 97 gone, a 


Your lily lily loodle ? LH: ad 


They ve left you nothing bur the drone, | 


And that's Ds -you noodle, * Fj 


- Beum bum boodle; loodle loo: 


Poor Dermot's pipe is loft and . 


And what will the poor devil do? 


Fait, now I am 4088 ES more; ? C y 
Cry'd Dermot—ah will you be 1:4 
Did not you ſtale my heart before ? 
Is it you'd have a man run crazy # 
I've nothing left me now to moan, 
My lily lily loodle, £1 


That uſed to cheer me fo, is gone— | 
Ah Dermot, thou'rt a —_— 15 


Beum bum boodle, loodle lo, 


* 


My heart, and pipe, and peace are gone — 


cm Shelah do-? 
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But Shelah hearing Dermot vex, 

Cry'd ſhe, *twas little Cupid mov'd me, 
Ve fool, to ſteal it out of tricks, 
*T Only to ſee how much you low'd me. 
= Come cheer thee Dermot, never moan, 

But take your lily loodle, 
And for the hea:t of you that's gone, 

You ſhall have mine, you noodle, 
\ : Beum bum boodle, loodle 10, 
\' Shelah's to church with Dermot gone, 
And for the reſt—what's dat to you. 
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XCIX. 
W [TH tuneful pipe and merry glee, 
Young Willy won my heart, 

- A blyther ſwain you cou'd na ſee 
v1 All beauty without art. 
J Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, 
1 And Willy's wond*rous bonny ; 
2 And Willy ſays he'll marry me 

Gin e'er he'll marry ony. 


— 


O came you by yon water-ſide | 
1 | Pull'd down the roſe or lily, 
. 155 Or came you by yon meadow green, 
* Or ſaw you my ſweet Willy. | 
* 2 Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, &c. 
94 Gy Syne now the trees are in their bloom 
And flow'rs ſpread o'er ilka field, 
I'll meet my lad among the broom, 
And lead him to my ſummer's ſhield. 


1 b Willy's rare, and Willy's fair, &c. 
4 Vol. III. a M 
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— by Mr. Dir. 
Or the ancients is ſpeaking my ſoul you'd be af 


ter, 
| Dat they never got how come you G3: - 
1 Would you ſariouſly make the OT die with 
1 laughter? : 
To be ſure their dog's tricks we don't know. - 
Wid your ſmalliliow nonſenſe, and all your * 


* bodderns, 1 
i Since whiſky's a liquor "1 ah | | =, y 
To be ſure the old ancients, as well as the . 


Did not love a fly ſap of good wine. 


Apicius and Zſop, as authors aſſure us, 
Would ſwig till as drunk as a beaſt, g 
Den what do you think of that rogue 1 5 
x Was not hea tight hand at a feaſt. 
| | Wid your * 


Alexander the Great, at his banquets who e 
| hard, 


When he no more wake ta aba, 


Shed tears to be ſure, but * twas tears of the tan- 
_ kard,” 


| 70 refreſh him and x pray wy not you 727 N 
2 Wid your e & c. ; 


* *; 
p * 
* 1 * * 
. 


1 
Den dat 'other old fellow they call'd Ariſtotle, 
Such a devil of a tipler was he, 
That one night, n. taken too much of his 
bottle, 2 


The taef ſtagger d into the ſea. 
4 Wid your ſmalliliow, &c. 


Den chey made what they call of theis wine a liba- 
tion, 
Which as all authority quotes, | | 
They threw on the ground, muſha what hodera- 
tion, 
To be fare *twas not thrown down their troats. 
_ Wid your ſmalliliow, &c. 


5 ON Tay's green banks I' boldly” 
| The love 1 have for Jockey 
Attend my ſong each blythſome belle, 
And ſhepherds, hither flock ye. 
I gave my heart to that fond ſwain, 
Who won it of me fairly ; 
I'd do't if *twere © do again, 
I love him ſtill ſo dearly. ee 


His manners ſoft, tho? ſtrong his mind, 
Not fickle like the weather, 
Not croſs to-day, to-morrow kind, Ty 

And lighter than a feather ; '« 
His words and actions both agree, 

His temper's warm, not heady ; th 
He's always good and juſt to me, \ 
To love and honour ſteady. | 

8 | M 2 | F or 
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For his own ſelf, I like my ſwain, 
I know his worth and nature: 

I'll give him not a moment's pain, 
Nor wrong ſo ſweet a creature. 

No girl on Tweed, on Clyde, or Spey, $ 
Is born to ſo much pleaſure, 

. Asi is the merry laſs of Tay, 

Or cloſer _ her treaſure. 


2 


: "Fo cweetly ſmells the ſimmer green, 
Sweet taſte the peach and cherry; 
Painting and order pleaſe our een, 


And claret makes us merry: _ 1 
But fineſt colours, fruits and flowers. 5 
And wine, tho? I be thirſty, PT » 
| Loſs a' theircharms and weaker powers, = 
Compar'd with thoſe 6f Chriſty.” N . iF 


When wand'rin: g o'er the flow'ry . 
No natal Dry wanting, 

How lightſome is't to hear the lark, 
And birds in conſort chanting; 

But if my Chriſty tunes her voice, | 
Pm rapt in admiration; | 

mop thoughts with extaſies rejoice, 
And drap the hale creation. 


' Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly e 
I take the happy omen, 
And aften mint to make advance, 
| Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman; 1a 


a 


But, Jukioas of my ain deſert, - 
My ſentiments I ſmother 3 __ 

With ſecret ſighs I vex my heart, 

For fear ſhe love another. 


Thus ſung blate Edie by a-burn, 

His Chriſty did o'er-hear him; 

She dought na let her lover mourn, 
But e'er he will drew near him. 

She ſpake her favour with a look 
Which left nae room to doubt her; 

He wiſely this white minute took, 

And flang his arms about her. 


My Chryſty I witneſo, bonny ſtream, 
Sic joys frae tears ariſing, 

IL wiſh this may na be a dream; 
O love the maift ſurpriſing! 

Time was too precious now far tauk ; 

This point of a” his wiſhes: 

He wadna with ſet ſpeeches bauk, 

But ward it a' on kiſſes. 


CH... ; 
BLyTHE Jockey, young and gay, . 
Is all my hearts denied 
He's all my talk by day, 
And all my dreams by night. 


If from the lad I be, 
Tis winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 
"Tis ſummer all the year. 


M 3 | When 
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When! and Jockey met 


Firſt on the flow'ry dale, 


Right ſweetly he me tret, 


And love was all his tale, 
You are the laſs, ſaid he, 
That ſtaw my heart frae me, 
O eaſe me of my pain, 
And never ſhew diſdain. 
I'm glad when Jockey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away; 


Tis night when Jockey glooms, 


But when he ſmiles tis day. 


Well can my Jockey kyth 
His love and courtiſie; 
He made my heart full blythe, 
When he firſt ſpake to me. 
His ſuit-Þ till deny'd, - 
He kiſs'd and L comply'd ;- 
Sae Jockey promis'd me, 
That he would faithful be. 


When our eyes meet I pant, 

I colour, ſigh, and faint ; 

What laſs that would be kind, 
Can better ſpeak her mind. 


Pad 


* 
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CIV. 


DUMBARTON's drums beat bonny-O. 
When they mind me of my dear Johnny-O; 
_ _ How happy am I. 
When my Soldier is by, 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie-O'f 


"Tis a Soldier alone can delight me--O, 

For his graceful looks do invite me- O: 
While guarded in his arms 
PH fear no war's alarms, | 

Neither danger nor death ſhall frighit me--O. wr 


My love is a handſome laddie- O ö 
Genteel, but ne'er foppiſh nor en | 
Tho' Commiſſions they are dear, 


Yet I'll buy him one this year, 
For he ſhall ſerve no longer a Cadie--O. 


A Sol:lier has Loans and bravery--®, | | 
Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery--O: : 
He minds no other thing 
But the ladies or the king; 
For every other care is but ſlavery--O. 


Then I'll be the Captain” slady--0, 
Farewell all my friends and my daddy- O; 
I'll wait no more at home, 

But PII follow with the drum, 
And whene'er that beats, Il be ready O. 


Dumbar- 


= en „„ 0 d e OV ad ee AASA a4 Co. ERS, 
. * 
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i Dumbarton”: s drums ſound bonny--O; 
They are ſprightly like my dear Johnny--O 


= 


How happy ſhall I be, 
When on my Soldier's knee, 


And he kiſſes and bleſies his Annie—O f 


£ — —_—_ 


x . „ 
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 FartEwELto Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 


Where hearſome with thee I've mony a day been 5 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
Theſe tears that I ſhed, they are a' for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attending on weir, 

Tho? bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore;. 


May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Tho' hurricanes riſe, and riſe ev ry wind, 


They'll ne ex make a tempeſt like that in my mind 5 
'Tho? loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roars. | 
That's naething like leaving my love on the 


To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain“ 
By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd. 


And beauty and love's the rewardof the brave, 


And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave. 


Then glory, my Jenny, maun plead my excuſe ;, 
Since honour commands me, how can I refuſe > 


Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 


And without thy favour I'd better not be! 
I gae then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, 


And if 2 ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 


Pl bring a heart to thee with love running o'er," 


| And 2 220 leave thee and Lochaber no more. 
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F'Y let us 2? to che bridal, 

| For there will be lilting there; 

For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 
The laſs wi? the gowden hair. 

And there will be lank-kail and pottage, 
And bannocks of barley-meal; 

And there wilt be good ſawt herring, | 

To reliſh a cog of good ale. 

Fy let us a? to the Bridal, & c. 


And there will be Sawney the Sutor, 
And Will wi? the meikle mow ;- 

And there will be Tam the Blutter, 
With Andrew the Tinker, I trow ,; 


And there will be bow'd-legg'd Robbie. 


With thumbleſs Katie's good man; 


And there will be blue-cheeked Dowbie, i ff 


And Lawrie the Laird of the' Land. 
Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be ſow-libber Patie, A 


And plucky-fac'd Wat i' the Mill. 


Capper-nos'd Francie and Gibble, 
That wins in the how of the hill; 
And there will be Alaſter Sibble. 
Wha in with black Beſſy eid mool, 
With ſnivelling Lilly and Tibby, 
The laſs that ſtands aft on the ſtool, 
Fy let us, & c. 


Wha gade to the South for manners, | 


Wi flac-lugged ſharney-fac'd Lawrie, 


Fy let us, & . 


And Madge that was baeteed to Steenie, 
And coſt him grey breeks to his —, 
Wha after was han git for ſtealing, 
Great mercy it happen'd nae marſe ; 
And. there will be gleed Geordy an 
And Kirſh with the lily wh 0 


And hang' d up her wame in ones 
Fy let us, &c. | 


And there will be 3 Macklarie, 9 


And blinkin daft Barbara Mackleg,. _ 


And ſhangy-mou'd halucket Meg.. 


And there will be happer-— Nanfy, 


And fairy-fac'd Flowrie by name, 3 
Muck-Madie, and fat-hippit Griſy. 


N gh eee nuns 3 
| Aae en ag Gti 4750 


With his glalit Wife Jenny Bell, 


And miſle-ſhin'd Mungo Mackapie- 


The lad that was Skipper himſel. 
There lads and laſſes in pearlings 

Will feaſt in the heart of the ha : 
On ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings,. 

That are baith/ſodden and raw.” ef 
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And chere will be fadges and Ls 
With furth of good cabbocks of ſkate, 

Powſowdy, and drammock, and crowdy, A 

And caller nowi-feet.in a a plate. 

And there will be purtans and buckies, 
And whytens and ſpeldings ene w. 

With fingedſhe-ps-heads, and a haggies, 
And ſradlips to ſup till ye ſpew. 

Fy let us, &c. 


And there will be river's milk 3 
And ſowens, and farles, and baps, 
With ſwats, and well ſcraped paunches, 
And brandy in ſtoups and in caps: 

And there will be meal-kail and caſtocks, 
With ſkink to ſup till ye rive, 
And roaſts to roaſt on a brander, 

Of flowks that were taken alive. = | 
Fy let us, Kc. | l 


Scrapt haddocks, wilks, dulce and nangle, 
And a mill of good ſniſhing a 

When weary with eating and drinking, 
We'll riſe up and dance till we die. 

"Then fy let us a? to the bridal, 

For there will be lilting there, 

For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 
The laſs wr the Sonden 3 
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Warn firſt my dear laddie gade to the green 
_ 
And I at 'ewe-milking firſt ſhew'd my young {kill 


To bear the milk bowie nae pain gave to me, 
So at eve I was bleſt with thy piping and thee : 


For aye as I'milk'd, and aye as I ſang, 


My yellow-hair'd laddie ſhall be my good man. 


When corn-riggs wav'd yellow, and blue hether- 
8 

Bloom'd bonny on moorland, or ſweet riſing fells ; ; 
Nae birns, briers, or brakens, gave trouble to me, 
So Leat the ſweet berries when gather'd by thee : 
For aye as I walk'd, and aye as I ſang, 

My yellow-hult'® laddie ſhall be my good man. 


When you ran, or you wreſtled, or putted the ane, 
And came off the victor, my heart was aye fain ; 
Give me {till all theſe pleaſures, my ſtudy ſhall be 


To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thee : 


For aye as I wedded, and aye as I ſang, 
My A laddie ſhall be my 1 man. 5 


* * 
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WurkE new-mown as, on e Tay, 
The ſweets of ſpring diſcloſes, | = 
As T one morning ſinging lay 
Upon a bank of roſes, 
| Young 


( 


Young Jamie, whiſking o'er the mead, 
By gued luck chanc'd to ſpy me, 
He took his bonnet off his head, 
And gently ſat down by me. 4 
O my bonny Jamie, O! | 
I care not tho? the world ſhould know, 
Ho dearly I love Jamie, Oo! 5 
The ſwain, tho? I right mickle priz de. 
Yet now I wad na ken him, | 
But with a frown my heart diſguis'd, 
And ſtrave away to ſend him; 
But fondly he ſtill nearer preſs' d. 7 
And, at my feet down lying. 
His beating heart it thump'd ſa faſt, 
I thought the lad was dying. Ry 
O my bonny Jamie, & . ö 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
And angry accents feigning _** 
I often roughly ſhot him by, 2 . 5 
With words fu' of diſdaining; | 
He ſeiz'd my hand, and nearer drew, 
And gently chiding a' my pride, 
So ſweetly did the ſhepherd woo, . - 
I, bluſhing, vow'd to be his bride. 
O, my bonny Jamie, O 
T care not tho the world ſhould know 
How dearly I love Jamie, O! 


* 
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WIEN trees did bud and fields were green, : | 1 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee, | 1 
When Mary was compleat fifteen, 
And love laug'd in her een, 
Blithe Davy's blinks her heart did _— 
© To ſpeak her mind thus fre, 
Gang down the Burn Davy love, 
And I will follow thee, | 
Down the Burn, &c. | Wy 


Now Davy did each lad ſurpaſs, © 
That dwelt on the Burn fide, 
* And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
| ' Juſt meet to be a bride, 
Blithe Davy's blinks, &c. 


: ler cheeks were roſes, red and white, 
Her een were bonny blu; 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Fer lips like dropping dew. 
Blithe Davy's blinks, ' &c. 


As fate had dealt to him a routh, 
Strait to the kirk he led her, 

There plighted her his faith and truth, 
And a bonny bride he made her; 

No more aſhamed to own her love. 
Or ſpeak her mind thus free, | | 

Gang down the Burn Davy love, | ; 
And I will follow thee. 
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Tune ken I was a young man, c. 


TRR girls of Kilkenny, ſo buxom and friſky, 
Wou'd oftentimes treat me with claret and whiſky, 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


Cauſe why I cou'd dance, fing and caper ſo gaily, 
And my heart was as ſtout as the heart of Shilaley. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


But Cupid the blinker, the arch miſchief a = . 

| F or 2 . gh Madge ir my bowels to ane 1 

"Res e 
| Botheroo, Didderoo: 


Oh! 1 er, Madge was - the foie creature” 8 a 
name, Sir, 
For whom my poor boſom was all in a flame, Sir. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


But oh! when I came to addreſs and adore her, 
I tumbled gown backwardsftrait forward before her, 
*  Botheroo, Didderoo, 

Sweet creature ſaid I can you fancy alover, 
That now wall conceal what he now will diſcover. 
| Botheroo, Didderoo, | 


N 2 
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But ſhe with her looks and her tongue gan to 
jeer me.. 
And ſhuttin g her eyes—was reſolv'd not tohearme- 
Bocheroo, Didderoo. 


Struck und with this uſage, faid I, you falſe 


- Creature, 


You'll meet with your match neither ſooner nor 
e 


N Didderoo. 


Then all ye young lovers by me take a warning, 
And Pay e to their flouting and ſcorning. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


So boldty refolve to be buxom and jolly, 
For it ſignifies OW? die melancholy. _ 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


Then when you are dead, they will treat you with 


laughter, 
And call you a fool all your life ever alter. | 


CXI. 


SMILING morn, the breathing of TER 
Invites the tuneful birds to ſing, 
And while they warble from the ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay. 
Let us, Amanda, timely wile, 
Like chem improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day, 
H e the * 9 


TY 


* 
— 
4 
1 
= 
5 * 
7 
7 
IF 
BY. 
* og 
7% 
© 
HY 
C * 
$ 
1 
1 - 
4Y 
#33 
= 
* * 
9 
4 
= N 
1 1 
oo . 
i 
2 
7 : * 1 
e 
: 
EE, . 
8 
* 9 
- 28 q 
8 bs 
_ 85 
_ 4 
x 2 4 
=> 
"6 
3 
13 
"= 
7 
E 
9 
vx 
<0 
2 " 
Ph, 
„ ; 
2 
29 8 
— 
FA 
1 
. . 
* 
no, 
fre 
- 
8 
* 
73 
53 
* 
* 
* 
0 955 
% 
. * 
4 
* 
1 
Y 
1 
4 
* 
» 
I 


1 
I 
ns 
>, 

7 
4 


J 


Soon wears the ſummer of the year, 


And love like winter will appear, 
Like this your lovely bloom will fade, 


As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade; 
Our taſte for pleaſure then is o er, 


The feather'd ſongſters charm no more, 


And when they droop and we decay, 
Adieu the Birks of Endermay, 


Behold the hills and vales around, 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 


The wanton kids and friſking lambs, 


Gambol and dance about their dams ; . 
The buſy bees with humming noiſe; 
And all the reptile kind rejoice ; _ 
Let us like them ſing and play, 
About the Birks of Endermay. 


Hark! how the waters as they fall, 
Loudly my love to gladneſs calls; 
The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams, 
The circling ſun does now advance, 
And all the planets round him dance, 
Let us as jovial be as they, 
Among the Birks of Endermay xp. 


-CXIL. 


| WIEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed, 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves, 


Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And muſic fills the groves : 


a4 N3 


ew) 


But my lov'd "Py is then the brooms 
So fair on Cowden Knows: 
For ſure ſo ſoft, fo ſweet a broom, 
' Elſewhere there never grows. 
Oh! the broom, the botmy bonny broom, 
The broom of Cowden Knows; 
For ſure ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet a broom, 
Elſewhere there never grows: 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed; 
And won my yielding heart; 
No ſhepherd e er that dwelt on Tweed, 
Could pla with half ſuch art: 
He ſang of Ta „of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills an Aules all round; 
Of Leader-haughs, and Leather-fidey 
O © how I bleſt the found | 


Oh the broow, &c. 


Not Triviot Braes ſo green and gay, 
May with this broom compare; 
Not Yarrow banks, in flow'ry May, 
Nor the buſh Aboon Traquair, 
More pleafing far are Cowden Knows, 
My peaceful happy home, 
Where I was wont to milk my ewes, 
At ere among the broom. 
Oh the broom, &c. 


ve powers chat haunt the woods and mw 7 


Where Tweed and Triviot flows, 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Cowden knows. 


Oh the broom, dc. 5 
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Mr. ſweet pretty Mog, you're as ; fol as a 1 
And wild as a kitten, and wild as a kitten: 
Thoſe eyes in your face (O pity my caſe!) 
Poor Dermot have ſmitten, poor D have 
ſmitten: 
For ſofter than ſilk, and as W 
Vour lily white hand, your lily white hand is: 
Your ſhape's like a paill, from men to your tail, 


You re ſtrait as a wand, you're ſtrait as a wand is. * 
Your lips red as cherties, and your curling hair is "i 


As black as the devil, as black as the devil ; 
Your breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, 


Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville: 
When dreſs'd in your an am wp: like a 
goddeſs, ' 
So nimble, ſo friſky, © Sinyble, fo Kinky 
A kiſs on your cheek ( tis ſo ſoft and ſo ſleek) 


Would warm me like whiſky, eo og warm me 
like * 


I grunt and I pine, and FA like a "WIE 
|  Becaſe you're ſo cruel, becaſe you're ſo ctuel; 
No reſt can I take, and aſleep or awake 
I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 
Your hate then give over, nor Dermot your lover, 
So cruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle ; 
Or Dermot muſt die, like a pig in a fre, 
Or ſnuff of a _ or ſnuff of a candle. 
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As1 * was RESET Vi wb . 

I chanc'd to look behind. 
And wha, right glancing, ſhou'd I ee 
But Woodland joe the hind; 

When we had gang d the braes ar hiles 

. Heſaid to me, My dow, 

| May I not Gt upomhis file, f 

And kiſs your bonny W 


e ye are a wi miſtane, ; 
| For I am none of theſe, . 
EY I hope ye ſome more breeding ken, 
Than ruffle laſſies claithes: 
The lad was check'd, and vow'd to =Y 
- Young Jane wi blithſome brow, - 
She'd let I claſp her round the neck; 
And kiſs her bonny mow. 


1 9 0 him then proud hearted 3 
And laith to be ſaid nay; 
A ſonſy thought he ſtarted then, 


And nam'd the wedding day ;* 
| | He s braw and blithe, I lik'd da waet * 
2 - Norfrown'd'upon him non, R 
- Though bolder grown, his Vows to feat; | 
4 1 pos my bonny mow. | 
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GiouOY was a bonny boy, 

Had roſes tull his ſnoon, 

His ſtockings made of the fineſt ſilks, 
His garters hanging down: 

It were a comely ſight to ſee, 

He were ſo trim a bo7ß 

He was my joy and heart's delight, 

My handſome Gilderoy. | 

Oh l. fike a charming eyne he had, my 
A breath as ſweet as roſe,; 

He never wore a Highland plad, 
But coſtly filken clothes. 

He gain'd the love of ladies gay, 
There's none to him were co; 

Ay, wae is me, Iſe mourn this wy | 

For my dear Gilderoy. T 

My Gilderoy and I were born 
Both in one town together, 

Not paſling ſeven years ago, 
Since one did love each other : 185 

Our daddies and our mammies both 
Were cloth'd with muckle joy, 

To think upon che bridal- dax 
Twixt me and Gildero. 


(we) 
For Gilderoy, that love of mine, 
Gued faith Iſe freely bought 
A wedding-fark of Holland fine, 
With ſilken flow'rs wrought ; 
And he gave me a wedding rings 
Which Ireceiv'd with joy : 
No lad or laſſes e*er could ſing, 
Like me and Gilderoy. 


In muckle joy we ſpent our time 
Till we were both ſixteen, - 
Then gently he did lay me down 
1 Among the leaves ſo green: 
When he had done what he could do, 
_ He roſe and gang d his way, 
13 But ever ſince I lov'd the man, 
My handſome Gilderoy. 


While we did both together play, 
He kiſs'd me oer and o' ern 
Gued faith it was as blithe a day, 
As &'er I ſaw before. 
He fill'd my heart in ev'ry vein 
With love and mickle joy; 
But when ſhall I behold again 
Mine own ſweet Gilderoy ? 
is pity men ſhould e' er be hang'd _ 
That take up women's geer, 
Or for their pilfering ſheep or 195 
Or ſtealing « cow or mare. 
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Had not our laws been made ſo ſtrict, 
I'd never loſt my joy, 
Who was my love and heart's delight, 
My handfome Gilderoy. 
*Cauſe Gilderoy had done amiſs, 
|  Muft he be puniſh'd then? 
- What kind of cruelty is this, 
To hang ſuch handſome men! 
The power of the Scottiſh land, 
A ſweet and lovely boy: 
He likewiſe had a lady's hand, 
My handſome Gilderoy. 


At Leith they took my Gilderoy, 
And there God-wot they bang'd him, 
Carry'd him to fair Edinburgh, 
And there God-wot they hang'd him. 


They hang'd him up above the reſt, 
He was fo trim a boy, | 

M y only love and heart's delight, 
My handſome Gilderoy. 


Thus having yielded up his breath, a 
In Cyprets he was laid; | 


Then for my Fe after Kr. 
A funeral 1 made: 82 g 


Over his grave a marble-ſtone 
I fixed for my joy, 

Now I am left toweep alone 
For my dear Gilderoy. 


— 


GIN ye meet a bonny laſie, 
GY her a kiſs, and let her gae; 
But if you meet a dirty huſſ, 

Fie gar rub her o'er wi' ſtrae. 
Be ſure ye dinna quat the grip 

Of ilka joy, when ye areyoung, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 

And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 


"Js... 


Sweet youth's a blyth a hartſome time, 
Then lads and laffies, while tis May, 5 

Gae pu' the gowan in its prime, 
Before it whither and decay. 


Watch the faſt minutes of delyte, | 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 
On you, if ſhe kep ony ſkaith. 
Haith yere ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling fay, 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy rook ; 
Syne frae your arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hide herſelf in ſome dark nook, 


Her laugh will tead you to the place, 
Where lies the happineſs ye want, 

And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen na. ſays are haff a grant. 


_ : 
Now to her heaving boſom cling, 
15 And ſweetly too lie for a kiſs; 


Frae her fair finger whup a rivg, 
As taiken of a future bliſs. 


* 


Theſe beniſons, I'm very ſure, 
Are to the Gods indulgent grant; 
Then, ſurly Carles, whiſht, forbear 
To plague us with your whining cant. 


J CXVIL. 


HoNEsT man John Ochiltree; 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree, 
Wilt thou come o'er the Moor to me, 
And dance as thou was wont to do. 
Alake, alake.! I wont to do! * 
Ohon, ohon! I wont to do! 
Now wont to do's away frae me, 
Frae filly auld John Ochiltree, 


Honeſt man John Ochiltree. 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree, 
Come anes out o'er the Moor to me, 
And do but what thou dow to do. 
Alake, alake ! I dow to do! 
Walaways! I dow to do! 
To whoſt and hirple o'er my tree, 
My bony Moor-powt is a* I may do. 


You. Il. 0 Walaways 


— 


I 


Walaways John Ochiltree, 
For mony a time I telld to thee, 
'Thoe rade ſae faſt by ſea and land, 
And wadna keep a bridle-hand; 
Thou'd tine the beaſt, thy ſell wad die, 
My filly auld John Ochiltree. 
Come to my arms, my bony thing, 
And chear me up to hear thee fing ; ; 
And tell me o'er a' we hae done, 
For thoughts maun now my life ſuſtain. 


Gae thy ways John Ochiltree : 
Hae done! it has nae ſa'r wi? me. 
I'll ſet the beaſt in throw the land, 
She'll may be ſa' in a better hand. 
Ev'n fit thou there, and think thy fill, 
For I'll do as I wont to do ſtill 


_ CXVIEE. 


IN winter 1 725 "wy rain rain'd cauld, 
And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 

And boreas, with his blaſts ſae bauld, 
Was threat'ning a' our ky to kill: 

Then Bell my wife, wha loves nae ſtrife, 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, 

Get up, good man, fave Cromie's life, | 


And tauk your auld cloak about Ye, 


1 } 


My Cromie is an uſeful cow, 

And ſhe is come of a good kyne; 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairn's mou, 

And I am laith that ſhe ſhould tyne; 
Get up, good man, it is fou time, 

The ſun ſhines in the lift fac hie; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 

Go tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good gray cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear; 
But now it's ſcantly worth a groat, 
For I have worn't this thirty year; 
Let's ſpend the gear that we have won, 
We little ken the day we'll die: + 
Then Pll be proud, fince I have ſworn 
To have a new cloak about me. Ty 


In days when our king Robert rang. | 
His trews they coſt but haff a:crown; . 
He ſaid they were a groato'er dear, 
And call'd the taylor thief and loon. 
He was the king that wore a crown, 
And thou the man of laigh degree : 
*T'is pride puts a' the country down, 
Sae tak thy auld cloak about thee. 


Every land has its ain laugh, 
Ilk kind of corn it has its hool ; 
I think the warld is a' run wrang, 


When ilka wife her man. * 54 rule ; „ 


82 


6148) 
; Di ye not ſee, Rob, Jock, and Hab, 


As they are girded gallantly, 
While I fit hurklen in the aſe ; 7 L 
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I'll have a new cloak about me. 1 
1 

| B 

Goodman, I wate "His thirty years, 1 


: Since we did ane anither ken; 
And we have had between us twa, 
Of lads and bonny laſſies ten: 
Now they are women grown and men,. 
I with and pray well may they be 3. 
And if you prove a good huſband, 
1 Eb'en tak your auld cloak about ye. 
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Pell, my wife, ſhe loves na ſtrife; 
But ſhe wad guide me, if ſhe can, 
* to maintain an eafy life, 

I aft maun yield, tho' I'm goodman : 
Nought's to be won at woman?” hand. 
Unleſs ye give her a' the ple; 
Then I'll leave aff where I began, 

And take my auld cloak about me. 


eu. 

Tune Oer the Hills and far away. 

Jockik met witk jenny Tar 1 
Aft by the dawning of the day ; 


YH But Jockie now is fu' of care, 
ſi Since Jenny ſtaw his heart away: 


Altho* 


01490 
Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 
\ She proven has alake! unkind,. 
Which gars poor Jockie aften rue, 
That cer he loo d a ſickle mind. 
And it's o'er the hills and far away, 
I'ts o'er the hills and far away, 
It's o'er the hills and far away, | 
The wind has blawn my plaid away 


Now) Jockie was a bonny lad, 2 
As e'er was born in Scotland fair; : a 
But now, poor man, he's c'en gane wood, 
Since Jenny has gart him deſpair. 
Young Jocky was a piper's ſon, 
And fell in love When he was young; 
But a' the ſprings that he could play, 
Was o'er the hills and far away. 
And it's o'er the hills, &c. un 


He ſung— When firſt my Jenny- 5 face 
I ſaw, the ſeem'd ſo. fu' of grace, 
With meikle j joy my heart was 4 I'd, - 
That's now, alas! with ſorrow kill'd; 
Oh! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
Twad put an end to my deſpair. 
Inftead of that, ſhe is unkind, 
And wavers like the winter wind.. 
And it's o'er the hills, &c. | 


Ah! could ſhe find the diſmal wae, LY 
'That for her ſake I undergae, 

. She coudna chuſe but grant belief, 

And put an end to a my grief; 


- 
>£: Cs 
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| But oh ! me i is as fauſe as Kr, 
Which cauſes a- my ſighs and care; 
But ſhe triumphs in proud diſdain, 
And takes a Pleaſure i in my pain. 
And its o'er the hills, Kc. 


Hard was my hap to fa in love 9 

TREES ane.that does ſae faithleſs prove 5 
Hard was my fate to court a maid, 

That has my conſtant heart betrayd: 

A thouſand times to me ſhe ſware, 

She wou'd be true for evermair ;- OR 5 

But to my grief, alake! I ſay , 

She ſtaw my heart; and ran away, 
8 And its 0'er the hills, Kc. LIN 


Since that ſhe will nae pity take, | 
I mun gae wander for her ſake, 
And inilk wood and gloomy grove, | 
Pl fighing ſing, adieu to love; 


Since ſhe is fauſe whom [ adore; 
I'll never truſt a woman more; 


Fra' a their charms I'll flee away, 
And on my pipe I'II ſweetly play, 8 


Oꝛer the hills and dales, and far away, 
Out o'er the hills, and far away, 
Oat o'er the hills, and far wife 


The * hat blawn wy Yrs . 


%. 


5 * 
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xx. 


p 


Tus laſs of Peaty's mill,. 

So bonny, blithe, and gay, 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, 

Hath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay 

Bare-headed on the green, 
Love *midft her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 


- 


Her arms; white; round, and ſmooth, 


Breaſts rifing in their dawn; 
To age it would give youth, 
| To preſs em with his hand. 
Thro'ꝰ all my fſpirits' yah 0 
An extaſy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs faund. 
Wrapt i in a ban king. 


Without he help of art, Nag 
Like flow'rs which grace the wild; 
She did her ſweets impart, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd, 
Her looks they were ſq mild, 
Free from affected pride; 
She me to love beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd her for my bride;. 


(2 
O had I all that wealth _ __. 
Hoptoun's high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will; 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, © . 
That none but bonny me, s N 
The laſs of Peaty's mill, 
Shou'd ſhare the fame wil! me. #4 f 


Cons, te let us be jolly, my der, 1 
Still ready for every call; 1 

For drinking and fighting's our Joys. $072. 
The chorus is—powder and ball. 

Fal de ral, e 
Our ſport is to game, drink, 88 
Jo fire off our piſtols and pence, 
And we never will take an affront, 


Becauſe we firſt . n E 
, ” 


Hearken to OcSullivan's 8 fong, ©5208 
Which points out the way that i 15 right; 
And bids you ſhew courage when wrong, | 
For that's the occaſion to bghe, 

* al de ral, &c. 


* 


* 
3 | * O 
; , 


* 
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Tho? your friend, like a Prince, entertains, 
If you don't like the toaſt that he puts, 
Ne'er boggle to blow out his brains, 
Or lend him a thruſt in the guts. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


If you chooſe for to call at his door, 
And find that he is'nt within ; 
He affronts you—the ſon of a whore! 
Ogh !—make a round hole in his ſkin. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


Mechanics will come with their bills, 
And beg you to pay them ſome money 
Never heed their complaints and their ills, 
But give them ſhillelee, my honey. 
Fal de ral, &c. | 


Or that if you languiſh with love, 
And the lady would wiſh to eſcape, 
You'll make her as tame as a dove, 


By only committing a rape. 
F al de ral, &C. 


Then lay her faſt ty d on a horſe, 


Her eyes will ſtream like two fountains, 
Never mind the dear creter's remorſe, 


But carry her ſafe to the mountains. 
Fal de ral, & c. 3 


There madam muſt ſtarve for her tricks. 
Till ſhe is too weak to reſiſt; 
But ſtill if ſne ſtruggles and kicks, 
Then give her a thump with your fiſt. 
| F al de ral, c. 
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For :ndiAmenia af va: M4 hudpe, "1 | F 
The jury loves bucks that will wench;. = 
And ſure we may challenge the judge, 3s 
As ſoon as he comes from the bench. 
F al de ral, &c. 


> * 


Then let us be jolly, my boys, 
Still ready for every call; 

For drinking and fighting*s our joys ; 
Our chorus 1s—powder and ball. 


- 


mh cxxtt. +14 e wy 


WIN Jetty firſt began to we, 
He was the payeſt ſain ap 


That ever yet a flock had drove, 3 
Or danc'd upon the Plain: . 
T was then that I, wae's my poor , 
My freedom threw away) pet . 
And finding ſweets in ev'ry ſmart, * 
could not ſay him nay 3 © © © - 


And ever When he talk'd of love, 

He would his eyes decline; 5 
And every ſigh a heart would move. 
Geud faith, and why not mine? 
He'd preſs my hand, and kiſs 1 ee 18 

In ſilence ſpoke his flame; 
And while he treated me thus Mp 
I thought him not to blame. 


Sometimes 


K 65 5 


Sometimes to feed my flock with him, 
My Jemmy would invite me, 
Where he the ſofteſt ſongs wou d ſing, 
On purpoſe to delight me ; 
And Jemmy ev'ry grace diſplay'd, 
Which were enough, I trow, 
To conquer any princely maid, 
So he did me, I vow. 
But now for Jemmy I muft mourn, - 
Who to the wars muſt go; 
His ſheep-hook to a ſword muſt turn, 
Alack ! what ſhall I do? 
His bag- pipe into warlike ſounds 
Muſt now exchanged be; 
Inſtead of bracelets fearful ſounds, 
Then what becomes of me ? 1 


* 286-4254 


XXIII. 


| ON E trick banks, in a ſummer's en 
At glowming when the ſheep drave hame, 
I met my laſſy, braw and tight, 


Came wading, barefoot, a'her lane: 
My heart grew light, I ran, I flang 


My arms about her lily neck, 
And kiſs d and clap'd her there fou lang; 
My words 1 1 705 were na mony n 


1 ſaid, my laſſy, wilt yego + N 
To the highland hills, the Erſe-to learn; ; 

I'll baith gre thee a cow and ewe, 
When ye come to the brig of Earn, A 


(156 ) 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy La-, 


Chear up your heart, my bony laſs, 
There's A to win we never ſaw. 


All day when we have wrought enough, | 
When winter, froſts, and ſnaw begin ; 

Soon as the ſun gaes weſt the loch, 15 
At night when you fit down to ſpin, 

- I'll ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring : 

And thus the weary night we'll end, 

Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again. 


Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 
I'll meet my laſs amang the broom, 
And lead you to my ſummer ſhield. 
Then far frae a* their ſcornfu' din, 
That make the kindly hearts their ſport; 
We'll laugh and kiſs, and dance and fing, 
oy And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort. 


1 * 
A 


' CXXIV.. 


T | ALL» on che least banks of Tweed, 
” Young jockey won my heart; _ 
None tun'd ſo ſweet his oaten reed, 
Nor ſung with ſo much art: 
His ſkilful tale, Hg, 
Did ſoon prevail 


( 257, 7) 


To make me fondly love him ; 
But now he hies, 
Nor hears my cries, 
I wou'd I ne'er had ſeen him. 


| When firſt we met, the bonny ſenin 


Of nought but love could fay : 


Oh! give (he cry'd) my heart again, 


You've ſtole: my, heart away ; 
Or elſe incline, 
To give me thine, 

And I'll together join em: 
My faithful heart 
Will never part, 


- Ab! " did I beliore ns. 


Not now my Hlighted face he knows, bh 


| His ſoon-forgotten dear; 


To a wealthier laſs o'erjoy'd he goes, | 


To breathe his falſehood there: 2 
Miſtaken Kate, 
The ſwain's a cheat, 


Not for a moment truſt him: 3 


For ſhining gold, 
He's bought and ſold, 
I wou'd I had not ſeen him. 


— 


— 2. 
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| Ir was ſummer, ſo Sy the breezes were 
| blowing, 

And ſweetly the a fung f. from a tree, 


At the foot af a rock, when the river was flowing, 
I ſat myſelf down by the fide of the Dee. | 


Flow on lovely Dee, flow on thou ſweet river,” 
Thy banks pureſt ſtream ſhall be dear to me ever, 
Where I firſt gained the affection and favour 
Of Jemmy the pride of the banks of the Dee. 


Bum now he's gone from me, and left me thus 

mourning, - 

To quell the proud bel, for valiant 3 is he, 

As yet there's no hopes of his ſpeedy returning, 

No wander again on the banks of the Dee. 
Flow on WERE IIEGs: c. 2 


He's! s gone, hapleſs youth, 05 er the loud roaring 

bdillows, 5 

The ſweeteſt and kindeſt of all the bravefellows, 

And has left me to mourn amongſt the lov'd willows, 
The lonelieſt maid on the banks of the Dee. 
Flow on, &. 

But time and my prayers perhaps may reſtore him, 
Bleſt peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me, 

And when he comes home with ſach care I'll watch 
o'er him, 
He never ſhall quit che ſweet es of the Dee. 


Flow on, &c. 
The 


* 


( 159 ö 

The Dee then ſhall low, all its beauties diſplaying, 
The lambs on the banks ſhall again be ſeen 
; playing, 

Whilſt I and my Jemmy are e careleſsly traying, | 
And taſting the ſweets of the banks of the Dee. 


Flow on, &c. 


* * . 2 — coat: 
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WrrłI tuneful pipe and merry ze, 


Voung Jockey won my heart, 
A bonnier lad you ne'er cou'd ſee, 
All beauty without art. 


In Aberdeen there ne er was ſeen, 
A lad ſo blithe and gay; 
His glancing een and comely mien, © 
Has ſtole my heart away. | 


_ Young Jemmy courts with artful ſong, 
But vain is a? his love; | 
My Jockey blithe has lov'd me long, 
To him Pl conſtant prove. BIR 


In Aberdeen, &c. 
No more ſhall I of ſorrow know, 
Nor ever more complain, 


Nor fear my mammy's threats, I trow, 
Now Jockey is mine ain, . 


In Aberdeen, Sc 


2 2 
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CXXVIL 
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J was anes a well-tocher'd laſs, 
Muy mither left dollars to me; 
But now I'm brought to a poor pals, 
My ſtep-dame has gart them to flee. _ 
; father he's aften frae hame, 
And fhe plays the de' el with his gaer; 
She neither has lateth nor ſhame, 
And keeps the hale houſe in a ſteer, 


She's $ * barmy-fac'd; thriſtleſs, and bauld, 
And gars me aft fret and repine; 
While hungry, haf naked, and cauld, 
*I ſee her deſtroy what is mine: 
But ſoon I might hope a revenge, 
* And ſoon of my ſorrows be free, 
My poerteth to plenty wad change, 
if ſhe were hung up on a tree. 


; * Quath Ringan, who lang time had 100d 
This bonny laſs tenderly, 3 
I'll t cke thee, ſweet maid, in thy ſnood, 
| Gif thou wilt gae hame with me- 
Tis only your ſeIl that I want, 
Voour kindneſs is better to me, 
Tun a' that your ſtep-mother, ſcant 
| Of grace, now has taken frac thee. 


( 61) 


I'm but a young farmer it's true, 

And ye are a ſprout of a lairxd; 
But I have milk- cattle ene ẽ v,, 

And rowth of good rucks in my yank: 
Ye ſhall have naithing to faſh ye, 

Sax ſervants ſhall youk to thee : 
Then kilt up thy coats, my laſſie, 


And gae thy ways hame with me. 
The maiden her reaſon employ'd, 


Not thinking the offer amiſs, 


Conſented; ;—while Ringan o'erjoy'd, | 


Receiv'd her with mony a kiſs. 


And now ſhe ſits blythly ſingan, 


And joking her drunken ſtep-dame; 
Delighted with her dear Ringan, 
That makes her good-wite at hame. 


f 


CXXVIII.. 


How blythe was I each morn to ſee 
' My ſwain come o'er the hill ; 


le leap'd the brook, and flew to me: 


| I'e met him with good-will. 


I neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 


When his flocks near me lay 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 


And chear'd me all the day, 


P'$ 


* 162 } 
He tun'd his pipe, and play d ſo ſweet, 
The birds fat liſt' ning by; | 


And the dull cattle ſtood and gaz'd, 
Charm d with-his melody. 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour, 
Cou'd I but grateful be? 

He won my heart, cou'd 1 refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk*d of me? 


Hard fate !- that I muſt baniſl'd be, 
. Go. heavily. and mourn, 


Cauſe T oblig'd the kindeft lain 
Thar ever yet was bn. | 


CxxIX. 


IN April, when primroſes paint the beet . 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain; 
The yellow hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 

To wild and op 5 8 where the hawthorn 
There under the ſhade of an old 1 "ny | 
With freedom he ſung his loves ev'ning and morn; 
He ſang with ſo ſaſt and inchanting a bound, 
That ſylvans ang fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, tho” young Madie be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu* proud air; 


But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing ; 
Her breath like che breezes 9 in the ſpring. 


That 


That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was unconſtant, and 1 never —_ 
ns truth £40 
But Suſie was faithful, 8 humour'd ab free, 
And fair as the goddeſs who ſprung from the ſea. 
That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great 
e | 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſowr. 
Then ſighing, he wiſted, would parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs _— be. 


; — of 
CXXX. 


I HAVE a green purſe and wee pickle gow'd, 
A bonny piece of land and planting on't, 
It fattens my flocks, and my barns it has ſtow'd :; 
But the beſt thing of a's yet wanting on't : 
To grace it and trace it, 
And gi'e me delight; 
V bleſs me, and kiſs me, 
5 And comfort my fight, _. 
With beauty by day, and kindneſs by night, 
And nae mair my lane gang ſauntring on't. 


My Chriſty ſhe's charming and good as ſhe's fair; 
Her een and her mouth are enchanting ſweet, 
She ſmiles me on fire, her frowns gre deſpair ; =_ 
I love while my heart gaes panting wi't,, *M 


Thou 


17 | 


Thou faireſt and'deareff,, | 
Delight of my mind, 
Whoſe gracious embraces - 
5 By heaven were defign'd 
For happier tranſports, and bliſſes refin'd, 
Nae langer delay thy granting ſweet: 


For thee, bonny Chriſty, my ſhepherds and hinds 
Shall carefully make the year's dainties thine : 
Thus freed frae leigh care, while love fills our minds, 
Our days ſhall with pleaſure and plenty ſhine.. 
Then hear me, and cheer me, 
With ſmiling conſent; | 
* Believe me, and give me 
No cauſe to lament: 
Since I ne'er can be happy, till thou ſay, content, 
I'm pleas'd with my Jamie, and. he ſhall be mine.. 


Nee 


J OCKEY fou, Jenny fain, 
Jenny was nae ill to gain 
; She was courtly, he was kind, 
And thus the wooer tell'd his mind. 


lenny I'll nae mair be nice 
Gre me love at any price; 


I winna prig for red or whyt, 
Love alone mun gi'e delyt. ER a 
| %. SE, * 1 


Others ſeek . kenna AY | 
In looks, in carriage, and a' that; 


Give me love, for her I court: 
Love in love makes a' the ſport.” 


Colours mingled unco fine, 
ene motives lang ſinſyne, 
Never can engage my love, 
Until my fancy firſt approve. 


It is nae meat but appetite, 
That makes our eating a delyt; 
Beauty is at beſt deceit; 

Fancy only kens nae cheat. 


CXXXII. 


1 WILL awa' wi' my love, 
I wall awa” wi her, 


Tho' a' my kin had ſworn and ſaid, EE” 


I'll o'er bogie* wi' her. 

If I can get but her conſent, 
I dinna care a ftrae ; 

Tho' ilka ane be diſcontent, 
Awa' wi' her Þll gae. 

I will awa', &c. 


For now The's miſtreſs of my heart, 


And wordy of my hand; 
And well I wat we ſhanna part 
For ſiller or for land. 
T 50 | 


Let 


(%% 


Let rakes delyte to ſwear and drink, 
And beaus admire fine lace; 

But my chief pleaſure is to blink 

On Betty's bonny face. 

I will awa', &c. | 


There a' the n 7 . 


Of colour, treats, and air; 


I he ſaul that ſparkles in her een 


Makes her a jewel rare: 


Her owing wit gives ſhining life 


To a' her other charms ; 


How bleſt I'll be, when ſhe's my with. 


And lock'd up in my arms 


I will aww, 


There blythly will I rant and ſing, 
While o'er her ſweets J range; 

PlIl cry, your humble ſervant, king, 
Shamefa' them that wa'd change. 


A kiſs of Betty, and a ſmile, 


Albeit ye wad lay down 
The right ye hae to Briton's Iſle, 


And offer me ye'r crown. 
1 will awa', &c. | 


4 8 4 
— 
; 
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My SogerLaddie © | 

Is over the ſea, | 1 
And he will bring gold 
And money to me 3 5 


( 167 ) 
And when he comes hame, 
He'll make me a lady, 
My bleſſing gang with 
My Soger Laddie. 


My doughty Laddie 

Is handſome and brave, 
And can as a Soger 

And lover behave; ; 
True to his country, 

To love he is ſteady, 


. s few to compare 
With my Soger Laddie. 7” 


Shield him ye angels, 

| Frae death inalarms, 

Return him with lawrels 

To my langing arms. 

Syne frae all my care 
Ve'll pleaſantly free me, | 

When back to my wiſhes © 
My Soger ye gi'e me. 


O ſoon may his honours 
Bloom fair on his brow ; 
As quickly they muſt, 
If he get his due: 
F. or in noble actiens 
His courage is ready, 
Which makes me delight 
In my Soger Laddie. 


cxxxtv. 
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Tune — Naghj r co the green wood gant, 

I y [ELPD-dear Laſſie, you have won, 
| And there is nae denying, 8 
ll IT r᷑ yat ſure as light flows frac the ſun, 

= Frae love proceeds complying ; - 
For a'that we can do or ſay, 

»Gainſt love, nae thinker heeds us; 
They ken our boſoms lodge the fae, 


. - 
* i = o w l 


That by the e leads us, 
: ber. & | 


'O Had away, had — i 
Had away frae me, Donald; 
| Your heart is made o'er large for ane, 
if | It is not meet for me, Donald- 
13 5 Some fickle miſtreſs you may ſind 


e 


| F Will jilt as faſt as thee, Donald; 
it To ilka ſwain ſhe will prove kind, | 
I 0 And nae leſs kind to thee, Donald. 
it But I've a hs: that? 8 nai ſachs. 
: Tis fill'd wich honeſty, Donald; | 
3 Pll ne'er love mony, I'll love much, 
[ * | 4 hate * * Donald. 
| 'Y | * 4 „ 5 The | 
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Therefore, nae mair, with art, pretend 
Vour heart is chain'd to mine, Donald; 
For words of falſhood I'll defend, 

A roving love like thine, Donald. 


Firſt when- you courted, I muſt own, 
I frankly favour'd you, Donald; 
Apparent worth and fair renown 
Made me believe you true, Donald. 
Ilk virtue then ſeem'd to adorn | 
The man eſtcem'd by me, Donald; 
But now the maſk fallan af, I ſcorn 
To ware a thought on thee, Donald. 


And now, for ever, had away; 
Had away frae me, Donald; 
Gae ſeek a heart that's like your ain, 
And come nae mair to me, Donald: 
For I'll reſerve my ſell for ane - 
For ane that's liker me, Donald ; ; 
If fic a ane I canna find, 0 
I'llne'er loo man, nor thee, Donald. | 
| Dox auld 
Then I'm thy man, and falſe report 
Has only tald a lie, Jenny; 
To try thy truth, and make us ſport, 
The tale was rais'd by me, Jenny. 
| JENNY. 


When this ye prove, and ſtill can love, 
Then come away to me, Donald; 

I'm well content, ne'er to repent 
That I have ſmil'd on thee, Donald. 


Vor. II. CXXXVIL. 
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CXXXVI. 


Now the ſun's gane out o' ſight, 
Beet the ingle, and ſnuff the light: 
In glens the fairies ſkip and dance, 

i And witches wallop o'er to France, 

Up in the air 
On my bonny grey mare; 
And I ſee her yet, and I ſee her + 


Up in, &c, 


| The wind's drifting hail 5 ſna', 
O'er frozen hags, like a foot-ba” ; 
Nac ſtarns keek through the azure lit, 
Tis cauld, and mirk as ony pit, 
The man i' the moon 
In caroufingaboon; | | 
D'ye ſce, d'ye ſee, d'ye ſee him yet? 8 
Ihe man, & c, 


Take your glaſs to clear your een, 
»Tis the Elixir heals the ſpleen, 
- Baith wit and mirth it will inſpire, 
And gently puffs the lover's fire. 
Up in the air | 
It drives away care | 
Ha'e wi' ye, ha'e wi” ye, and ha'e wi' ye lads, 
yet. og | 
Upi Ws ce. 


Steek 


Cr” 
Steek the doors, keep out the froſt ; 
Come Willie, gie's about ye'r toſt; 
Tilt lads, and lilt it out, 
And let us ha'e a blythſome bout. 
Up wi't there, there, 
z Dinna cheat, but drink fair : 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads, od 
Up e & c. | 


— 


8 


CXXXVII. 


Jocxxx. FalREST Jenny, thou mun love me. 
Jenny. Troth, my bonny lad, I do. © 
* KEY, Gin thou ſaiſt thou doſt approve me, 
Deareſt, thou mun kiſs me too. 


Js NNY. Tawk a kiſs or ta, good Jockey; 
But I dare give nene, Itrow : 
Fie, nay, piſh ; be not unlucky ; 
Wed me firſt, and aw will do. 


Jockey. For aw Fife, and lands about, 
Iſe not yield thus to be bound. 
J=nnY. Nor J lig by thee without it, 
For twa hundred thouſand pound. 


Jockey. Thou wilt die if I forſake thee. - 
Jenny. Better die than be undone. 

Joc x Ev. Gin ' tis ſo, come on, iſe tawk thee : 
: \ *Tis too cold to lig alone. 


2 CXXXIX, 


( ie fr 
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' CXXXIX, 


1 BENE ATH a green ſhade, I faund a fair maid, 

1 * Was ſleeping found and ſtill-o, 

1 Alow and wy love, my fancy did rove, 

=: Around her wi' gud will-o: 

Her boſom I preſt, but ſunk in her reſt, 

'* She ſtir'd na my joy to fpill-o 

While kindly ſhe ſlept, eloſe to her I crept, 
And kiſs' d, and kiſs'd her my 15. 5 


Oblig' by commands 5 in Flanders to Nad. 
To ſhew my courage and ſkill-o, | 
Fra her quickly 1 ſtaw, hoiſt ſails and awa, 
For wind blew fair. on the billow : 
Twa years brought me hame, where loud fraiſing 
ame; | 
Tald me, with à voice right ſhrill-o, 
My laſs, like a fool, had mounted the ſtool, 
Nor ken'd who'd done her the ill-o. 


. Mair fond of her charms, my fon in her arms, 

I ferlying ſpeer'd how ſhe fet{-o * | 

Wi' the tear in her eye, quoth ſhe, Let n me die, 
Sweet fir, gin I can tell-o: 

Love gave the command, I took ber by the hand, 

And bad her a' fears expell-0, _ 

And no mair lock wan, for I was the mar}, 
Wha'd done her the deed myſcll-o. 


; 


My 


* 


3 


Fr © 008 .JF 

My bonny ſweet laſs, on the gowany graſs, 
Beneath the ſhilling hill-o, 

If I did offence, iſe make ye amends, 

Before I leave Peggy's mill- o. | 
Oh, the mill, mill, oh ! and the kill, kill-o, 
And the coging of the wheel-o ; 

The ſack and the ſieve, a thae ye maunleave, 
And round wr a ſodger reel-o. 


—_—— 


CXL. 


A BONNY lad there was, 
And Jockey was his name, 
He courted long a laſs, _ 
But cou'd na wrong her fame. 


He proffer'd money, proffer'd land. 
He ſought her night and day ; 
But ftill ſhe wou'd na underſtand, 


But anſwer'd Jockey, Nay. 


But he, a cunning wary loon, 

Found eance a pleaſant hour; 
We'as me, quo he, I'ſe ha my boon, 
And tuke her tell a bow'r. 


Fe lig'd her on the graſs; 
Where they had muckle play ; 
And ever ſince, the bonny laſs 
Has neer cry'd Jockey, nay. 


„ 


War garrs the fouliſh mayde PTA 
. That Willy proves a faithleſs loone ? 


E'en let him gang his gate amayne, 
'Yeas find ſtill mear when he i is gone. | 


| He was a bonny, bonny lad, is true, 
And ſoon a laſs cou'd. win; 
But ſen he's gone, e endet him gang, 
And bate tl huke, and bate th' huke ag' in. 


xl. 


| HA AR me, ye nymphs, and ew'ry Crain 
I'll tell how Peggy grieves me; 
Tho' thus I langulth, thus complain, 
= Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. 
= My vows and ſighs, like ſilent air, 
= Unheeded, never move her; 
At the bonny-buſh a boon Traquair,, 


Tas there I firſt did love her. 
That day ſhe fmil'd, and made me glad, 5 
No maid feem'd ever kinder, 
T thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 
So ſweetly there to find her: 


I try'd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender; 

If more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 

- I meant not to offend her. 


bj 
1 
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Yet now ſhe ſcornful flies the plain, 
The fields we then frequented 3 
If &er we meet, the ſhews diſdain, 
She looks as ne er acquainted. . 
The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its ſweets I'll aye remember 
But now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades, as in December. 


Ye rural pow'rs who hear my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſtrou'd Peggy grieve me? 

Oh! make her partner in my pains; 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me: 

If not, my love will turn deſpair, 

My paſſion no more tender; 

FH leave the buſh aboon Fraquair, 
To lonely wilds I'll wander. 


Tune, T hro? the 3 laddie, 
As early I walk'd, on the firſt of fivect May, 


Beneath a fteep mountain,. 3 
Beſide a clear fountain, | Ew 

'F heard a grave lute ſoft melody play, 

Whilſt the echo reſounded the dolorous lay. 


I liſten'd and look'd, and {py'd a young ſwain, 
With aſpect diſtreſſed, 
And ſpirits oppreſſed, 
Seem'd clearing afreſh like the {ky after rain; 
And thus he — how he ſtrove with his pain. 


Tho? 
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Tho' Eliza be coy, why ſhou'd I repine 
That a maid much above me, 
Vouchſafes not to love me? 1 8 
In her high ſphere of worth I never cou'd ſhine ; 3 
Then why ſhou'd I ſeek to debaſe her to mine ? 


No! henceforth eſteem ſhall govern deſire, 
And in due ſubjection, 
Return warm affection; 

To ſhew that ſelf- love inflames not my fire, 

And that no other ſwain can more humble admire. 


When paſſion ſhall ceaſe to N my breaſt, 
Then quiet returning, 
Shall huſh my ſad mourning, 

And, lord of myſelf, in abſolute reſt, 


I' hug the condition which heav'n ſhall think-beſt.. 
Thus friendſhip unmix'd, and wholly refin'd, 


May till be reſpected, 
Tho? love is rejected: | 
Eliza ſhall own, tho? to love not inclined, | 
'That ſhe ne'er had a friend like her lover reſign'>. 


May the fortunate youth, who hereafter ſhall Woo, 
With proſp' rous endeavour, | 
And gain her dear favour, 

Know as well as I, what to Eliza is due; 

Be much more deſerving, but never leſs true. 


— 


CXLIV. 
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CXLIV. 


ANN thou wert my ain thing, 
I wou'd love thee, I wou'd love thee ; 
Ann thou wert my ain thing, 
So dearly I wou'd love thee. 
I wou'd claſp thee in my arms, 
I'd ſecure thee from all harms, 
Above all- mortals thou haſt —_ 
So dearly I do love thee, | 


Of rice divine thou needs mult be, 
Since naithing earthly equals thee ; 
For heaven's ſake, oh ! favour me, 
Who only live to love thee. ; 
The gods one thing pecuhar have, 
To ruin none whom they can ſave; - 
Oh! for their ſake, ſupport a ſlave, 
Who only lives to love thee. | 
To merit I no claim can make, 
But that I love, and for thy ſake, 
What man can name, [I'll undertake ; 
So dearly I do love thee. 
My paſſion, conſtant as the ſun, 
Flames ſtronger ſtill, will ne'er have done, 
Till fates my thread of life have ſpun, _ 
Which breathing out, I'll love thee. 
Like bees that ſuck the morning dew, © 
Frae flowers of ſweeteſt ſcent and hue, 
. Sae wad I dwell upo? thy mou, 
And gar the gods envy me. 


„ 
Sae lang's I had the uſe of light, 
I'd on thy beauties feaſt my ſight, 
Syne, in ſoft whiſpers thro” the night, 
I'd tell how much I lov'd thee. 


How fair and ruddy is my Jean, 

1 She moves a goddeſs o'er the green; 

| Were I a king, thou ſhoud'ſt be queen, 

Nane but my ſell aboon thee: 

Pd graſp thee to this breaſt of mine, 
Whilſt thou, like ivy or the vine, 
Around my ſtronger limbs ſhou*dſt twine, 

Form'd hardy to defend thee. 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſlay, 
In ſhining youth let's make our hay, 
Since love admits of nae delay, 
1 Oh! let nae ſcorn undo thee. 
1 While love does at his altar ſtand. 
1 Hae there's my heart, gi'e me thy hand, 
| And, with ilk ſmile, thou ſhalt command 
The will of him wha loves. thee.. 
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Tune Th young Laird and Raue K. 49. ” 


| Now wat ye wha I met yeſtern, 25 
Coming down the ſtreet, my jo? | 
My miſtreſs in her tartan ſcreen, - 
Dor bony, braw and ſweet, my Jo- Mts 


0 r deere 
Y oa” et at * 


tt wy) 

My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, 
That never wiſht a lover ill, 

Since ye're out of your mither's ſight, 
Let's take a wauk up: to the hill, 


O Katy, wiltu gang wi' me, 
And leave the dinſome town awhile ; 3 
The bloſſom's ſprouting frac the tree, 

And a' the ſimmer's gawn to ſmile : 
The mavis, oat, and lark, 
The bleeting lambs and whiſtling hind, 
In ilka dale, green, ſhaw and park, | 

Will nouriſh health, and glad ye're ne 


Soon as the clear goodman of day 
Bends up his morning draught of dew, 
We'll gae to ſome Burn-ſide, and play, 
And gather flowers to buſk ye're brow. 
We'll pou the daiſies on the green, 
The lucken gowans frae the bog; 
Between hands now and then we'll lean, 
And ſport upo' the velvet fog. 


There's up into a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frae my father's tower, 
A canny Toft and flow'ry den, | 
Which circling birks have form'd a bower : : 
Whene'er the ſun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler ſhade remove; 
There will L lock thee in mine arm, 
And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 
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O STEER her up, and had her gawn, 
Her mither's at the mull, Jo; 


But gin ſhe winna tak a man, 


E'en let her tak her will, Jo, 
Prithee, lad, leave filly t «oY 
Caſt thy cares of love n;: 


Let's our ſorrows drown in drinking; 


*Tis Daffin langer to delay. 


See that ſnining glaſs of claret; 
How invitingly it looks! 

Take it af, and let's have mair o't; 
Pox on fighting, trade, and books. 

Let's have pleaſure while we're ered 5 
Bring us in the meikle bowl; 


Plac't on th' middle of the table; 


And let wind and weather . | 


Call the drawer, lethim Ft it 
Fou as ever it can hold : 
O tak tent ye dinna ſpill it: 
Tis mair precious far than gold. 


By you've drank a dozen bumpers, _ 


Bacchus will begin to prove, 
Spite of Venus and her mumpers, 
Drinking better 1 18 than love. 
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' CXLVIL. 


SHOU'D auld acquaintayes/be forgots 

Tho' they return with ſcars! . 

'Thoſe are the noble hero's lot, 
Obtain'd in glorious wars: 

Welcome, my Varo, to my breaſt, 
Thy arms about me twine, 

And make me once again as bleſt, 
As I was lang ſyne. 


Methinks around us, on each bough, 

A thouſand Cupids play; 

Whilſt thro? the groves I walk with you, 
Each obje& makes me gay : 

Since your return the ſun and moon 

Witch brighter beams do ſhine, 

Streams murmur ſoft notes while they run, 
As they did lang ſyne. 


Deſpiſe the court, and din of ftate ; 
Let that to their ſhare fall, 
Who can eſteem ſuch ſlavery great, 
While bounded like a ball; 
But, ſunk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline; 
Weill pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charms, 
As we did lang ſyne. 


O'er moor and dale, with your gay friend, 
| You may purſue the chace, 
And, after a blythe bottle, end pg 
All cares in my embrace: 


Vor. III. | R And, 
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And, in a vacant rainy day, 
You ſhall be wholly mine ; ; 
We'll make the hours run finooth _— 
And laugh at lang ſynme. 


The hero pleas'd with the ſweet air, 5 
And ſigns of gen'rous love, _ 81 
Which had been utter'd by the fair, 
 Bow'd to the pow'rs above: = 
Next day, with conſent and glad haſte, ne 
They knelt before the ſhrine, 5 
Where the good prieſt the couple bleft, | 
And al them-out of ares n 
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5 Twas within a furlong of Edinborough town, 
| In the roſy time of year; redone RR was 
| down, 
Bonny Jockey, blith and gay, 
Said to ſenny, making hay, 
Let us ſit a little, dear, and prattle, 
"Tis a ſultry day. 
He long had courted the black- brown maid ; 5 
| But Jocky was a wag, and wou'd nee 
conſent to wed: n 
Which made her piſh and phoo, 


And cry, It ne'er ſhall do; 
I cannot, cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot buckle 


: 3 RET 
. ; 1 He - 
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He told her marriage was grown a mere joke, 
And that none wedded now but the ſcoundrel folk: 
Vet, my dear, thou ſhowdſt prevail, 
But, I know not what I ail; J 
I ſhall dream of clogs, and filly dogs 
With bottles at their tail. 
But I'll give thee gloves, and a.bongrace to wear, 
And a pretty wy foal, to rĩde out and take the air, 
If thou ne'er wilt piſh and phoo, 
And cry, It ne'er ſhall do, 
T cannot, cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot buckle 
. 2 | 


'That you'll give me trinkets, cry'd ſhe, I believe; 
But ah! what in return muſt your your Johnny 
gie? 

When my maiden treaſure's ee. 

I muſt gang to London town, 

And roar and rant, and patch and paint, _ 

And kiſs for half a crown; 

Each drunken bully I muſt oblige for pay, 
And earn an hated Brings an odious way; 

No, no, it ne'er ſhall do; 

For a wife I'll be to you, 
Or * cannot, cannot, cannot, women, wonnot 
| - buckle to. 


— 


— ** 


CXLIX.. 


$ Young Jockey: Miith ns eat daun, 
mow freſh and fair as roſes en ; | 
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Then o'er the dewy lawn he roves, 
And greets the laſs he dearly loves, 
Sweet ſmells the kirk, green grows the graſs, 
Dear Jug, will nothing move thee? 
Be kind, be true, my n rage 
I only live to love the. 41 0 


To merit I no claim can ales 115 
But that I'd die for your dear ſake; 
From ev'ry other buſineſs fre, 

My life and love ſhall follow the. 

Sweet ſmells the kirk, &C. | | 


"Time's on the wing, and wilt not ſtay, 

Ai ſhining youth let's make our hay; 

While Love does at his altar ſtand, 

Give me your heart, and give your hand : 
Sweet ſmells the Ks 1 


„ 
Tune, 17 never have thee. 


Jounny. "1 
Taro for ſeven years ana mair bonour Gow 
reave me, | 
To fields where cannons rair, , thou need not grieve 
thee; ; 
For deep in my ſpirit thy ſweets "25" GE 
And love fhall preſerve aye what Wye uy im- 


N EY 
45 Lois 
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Leave thee, leave thee, Pl. never leave th ee, - 


Gang the wo-rld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


NELLY. 


O Johnny, I'm jealous, whene'er ye diſcover 


My ſentiments yielding, yell turn a looſe rover; 
And nought i'the warld wad vex my heart fairer, 
If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me, 

A' the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 


Jouxxx. : 


My Nelly, let never fic fancies oppreſs xe; 
For while my blood's warm, I'll kindly careſs ye” 
Your blooming ſaft beauties firſt leeted love's fire, 
Your virtue and wit make it aye flame the hyer :. 
Leave thee, leave thee, Pll never leave thee, 
Gang the world as it will, deareſt, believe mo. 


NEUE x, 


: Then, Johnny, I frankly. this eee ye, 


To t nk me your: Py For love | ain me trew: 
ve; 


And gin you "prove fa'se, to your ſel it be ſaid: 


Ye'll win but ſma?* honour to wrang a kind meiden? 
Reave me, reave me, heav'ns!- it wad reave me, 
Of my reſt night and day, if ye deceive me. 


R 3 Jou xx r-. 


— 


„ 
Jon xxx. 


4 Bid iceſhogles hammer red goads on the Rail, 

3 And fair ſimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy 7 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye; 
But never, till that time, believe Pl betray ve: 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 3. 


The. flarns- ſhall gang wie len ere 1 deceive 
thee.. 


ren | 


CLI. 
i OCKIE was a:dowdy lad, 5 
And Jemmie ſwarth and tawny : : 
Then my heart no captive made, 
Feoor that was prize to Sawnie. 
Joeckie woos, and ſighs and ſues, 
And Jemmie offers money; 
Weel I ſee they both love me, 
But I love only Saunie. 


Jockey high his voice can par Ty 
And Jemmie tunes the violl - :.. - 
But when Sawnie pipes ſweet lays,. 
My heart kens no denial. .. | 
One, he fings, and tother's ſtrings, | 
Tho? ſweet, yet only teazeme: 
Sawnie's flute can only do't, 
And pipe a tune to pleaſe me, 


5 
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CLII. | 


NANsY's to the green-wood gave, # al 


To hear the gowdſpink chatt'ri 
And Willie he has follow d her, 
I 0 gain her love by flatt' ring: 
But a' that he could ſay or do, 
She geck'd and ſcorned at him; 
And ay when he began to woo, 
She bade him mind wha gat him. 


What ails ye at my dad, duo he, 
My minny or my aunty ? 


With crowdy-mowdy they fed me, : 


Lang-kail and ranty- tanty: 


With bannocks of good. barley-meal;. | 


Of that there were right plenty, 
With chaped ſtocks fou butter'd wellz; 
And was not that right dainty ?. | 


Altho' my father was nae laird,. 
Tis daffin to be vaunty, 
He keep it ay a good kail- yard, 
A ha' houſe and a pantry: 
A good blue bonnet om his head, 
An owrlay bout his cragy ; 
And ay until the day he died, 
He rade on good fhanks nagy. 
Now wae and wander on your ſnout, 
Wad ye hae bonny Nanſy? 


Wad ye compare ye'e ſell to me, 
A docken till a tanſie? 


I have 


t 6 3 
I have a wooer of my ain- 
They ca' him ſouple Sandy, 
And well I wat his bonny mou 
Is ſweet like Sugar-candy.. 0 


Now Nanſy, what needs a this din 7 * 
Do I not ken this Sandy ? 121 
Pm ſure the chief of a his n 
Was Rab the beggar randy: n 
His minny meg upo her baecxk 
Baare baith him and his Billy; | 
Will he compare a naſty pack 
To me your winſome Willy? i 7647, a 


My gutcher left a good braid ſword 3, 3 
Tho? it be auld and ruſty, 

Yet ye may tak it on my word, 
It is baith ſtout and truſty; 

And if 1 can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uneaſy, 

I ſhall lay baith my lugs in pawns. 
That he ſhall get a heezy. | 


. a 


Then Nanſy dart d her rod. about, 1 
And ſaid, did Sandy hear ye, 
Ye widna miſs to get a clout 
I ken he diſna Rar ye: 
Sae haud ye'r tongue, and ſay nae e mair,. | 
Set ſomewhere elſe your fancy; 
For as lang's as Sandy's to the ore, 
"un never ſhall get . 8 


tid "ELIL 
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Rop's Jock came to woo our Jenny; 
On ae feaſt-day when we were ſonʒ 
She brankit faſt, and made her bonny, 
And ſaid, Jock, come ye here to woot" 
She burniſt her baith breaſt and . 
And made her cleer as ony clock; 
Then ſpak her dame, and ſaid, I trou 
Ve come till woo our Jenny, — 


Jock faith, forſuith, I yern fu“ fain 
To luck my head, and fit down by vou: {af 
Then ſpak her minny, and ſaid again, 
My bairn has tocher enough to gie you. 
Tehie! qo Jenny, kiek, kiek, I 1 2 1 
Minny, you man makes but a meck. | 
Deil hae 3 leis me o' you, 
I come to woo: your Jenny, qo Jock. 


My bairn has tocher of her awin; e 
Aguſe, a gryce, a cock and hen 
Aſtirk, a ſtaig, an acre ſawin, : Feta 5 
Bakbread and a bannock-ſtanez _ ©. 
A pig, a pot, anda kirn there ben 
A kame-but and a kaming-ſtock ; 
With coags and luggies nine or ten: 
Come ye to wao- our Jenny, Jorkd 


a Aveckt 
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Awecht, a peet-creel and a cradle, 
A pair of clips, a graip, a flail, 
An ark, an ambry, anda ladle, 
A milſie, and a ſowen- pale, 
A rouſty whittle to ſheer the kail, 
And a timber-mell the bear to "ry 
*Twa ſhelfs made of an auld Fir-dale: 
Come ye to woo our Jenny, ons; Was © ing 


A form, a furlet, and a peck, | 
A rock, a reel, anda wheel-band, 
A tub, a barrow, and a ſeck, 15 
A ſpurtil-braid, and an elwand. 
Then Jock took Jenny by the 1 . 
And cry'd, a feaſt! and flew a cock, 
And made a brydal upo? land: b 
Now I have got your Jenny, qo Jock, 


Now dame, I have your doughter marri'd, 1 
And tho* ye mak it ne*er ſae 3 . 
I let you wit ſhe's nae miſcarri'd; rake 
Its well kend I have geer enough: 
Ane auld gawd gloyd fell owre a = 
A ſpade, a ſpeet, a ſpur, a ſock; 3. 
Withouten Owſen I have a pleugh :. 1 
May that no ſer your Jenny, qo Jock 14 i 


A treen truncher, a ram-horn ſpoon, 
Twa buits of barkit blaſint-leather, 
A graith chat ganes to coble ſhoon, , . 
And a trawcruck to * a teathers. 


1 


5; 
* 
* 
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Twa crocks that moup among the heather, 
A pair of branks, and a fetter lock, 

A teugh purſe made of a ſwine's blather, 
To had your ng Jenny, qo Joke 


Good Aeg for our winter fire/ 
A cod off caff wad fill a cradle, 
A rake of iron to clat the bire, 
A deuk about the dubs to paddle ; 
The pennel of an auld led-ſadle, _ 
And Rob my eem hecht me a ſock, .. 
Twa luſty lip s to lick a ladle; 
May thir no gane your Jenny, qo Jock ? 


. Apairof hames and breechom ae 


And without bitts a bridle-renzie/, | 


A ſark made of the linkſome-twine, 
A gay green cloke that will not ſtenzie; 

Mair yet in ſtore—T need na fenzie, 
Five hundred flaes, a fendy flock; 

And are not thae a wakrife menzie, 


To gae to bed with Jenny and un 70 


Tak thir for my part of the feaſt, 

It is well known Iam well bodin: 
Ye need not ſay my part 1s leaſt, 
Wer they as meikle as they're lodin. 
The wife ſpeed gin the kail was ſodin, 


When we have done, tak hame the brok ; 
The roſt was teugh as Raplach Hodin, 


With which they feaſted 07 and Neck. 


clIv. 


( 
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Rely Lad, my heart, nana, 
And bide where thou was: wont to be R 
Thou art a fool to ſuffer pain © 
For love of ane that loves-not thee : lay £ 
My heart, let be fic fantaſie, 
Love only where thou-haft good cauſe 3 - 


Since ſcorn and fiking ne*er E = 
The fint a crum of thee ſhe faws, OY 


To what effect ſhould thou e 1 
Be happy in thine ain free will; 

My heart be never beaſtial,, | 
But ken who does thee good or oy | 

At hame with me then tarry ſtill, . 
And ſee wha can beſt play their Paws, 

And let the filly fling her fill, 
For fint- 2 crum of thee ſhe faws. 


Tho ſhe he fair, IT will not fenzie, 
3 She's of a kind with mony mae; 
. For why, they are a felon menzie 
=: That ſeemeth good, and are not fac. 
My heart, take neither ſturt nor woe 
For Meg, for Marjory, or Mauſe, 
But be thou blyth, and let her gae, 
For not a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


Remember how that Medea Life. 
Wild for a fight of Jaſon yied ; 
Remember how young Creſſida 
Left Troilus for Diomede : 


4 8 * 
|  Remem- 
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Remember Helen, as we read _ 
Brought Troy from bliſs unto bair waws : 
Then let her gae where ſhe may ſpeed, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


Becaufe ſhe ſaid I took it ill, 

For her depart my heart was fair, 
But was beguiPd; gae where ſhe will, 

Beſhrew the heart that firſt takes care: 

But be thou merry late and air, 
This is the final end and clauſe, 

And let her feed and fooly fair, 

For fint acrum of thee ſhe faws. . 


Ne'er dunt again within my breaſt, 
Ne'er let her flights thy courage ſpill, 
Nor gie a ſob, altho? ſhe ſneeſt, 
She's faireſt paid that gets her will. 
She gecks as gif I mean'd her ill, 
When ſhe glaicks paughty in her braws ; 
Now let her ſnirt and fyke her fill, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhefaws. 


— — — 


CLV. 


Para with her ſighting Jamie's love, 
Bell drop'd a tear—Bell drop'd a tear 
The Gods deſcended from above, 
Well pleas'd to hear—well pleas'd to bear: : 
They heard the praiſes of the youth 


From her own tongue—from her own tongue“ 
Who now converted was to truth, 


And thus ſhe ſung and thus ſhe ſung. 
Vor, HI, 8 es 
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Bleſt days when our ingenuous ſex, 
More frank and kind—more frank and kind 
Did not their lov'd adorers vex; 
But ſpoke their mind — but ſpoke their mind, 
Repenting now, ſhe promis'd fair, 1 
Wou'd he return—wou'd he return, 
She ne'er again wou'd give him care, 
Or cauſe him mourn—or cauſe him mourn. 


Why lov'd I thee, deſerving ſwain ? : 
Yet till thought we,——yet ſtill thought 
ſhame, 
When he my yielding heart did gain, 
To own my flame - to own my flame? 
Why took I pleaſure to torment, 
And ſeem too coy and ſeem too coy ? 
Which makes me now alas! lament 
My lighted joy my ſlighted joy. 


Ve fair, while beauty's in its ſpring, 
Own your defire— own your deſire, 
While love's young power with his ſoft wing 
' Fans up the fire—fans up the fire, 
O do not with a ſilly pride, 1 
Or low deſign — or low deſign, 
Refuſe to be a happy bride, 
But anſwer e. anſwer plain. 


Thus the "IE mourner wail'd her crime, 
With flowing eyes---with flowing eyes: 
Glad Jamie heard her all the time, 


With ſweet ſurpriſe—with ſweet ſurpriſe. - 


Some 
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Some God had led him to the grove, 

His mind unchang' d- his mind unchang'd, 
Flew to her arms, and ery'd, my love, 

I am reveng'd—I am reveng'd ! 


CLVI. 


Poco sawney had marry'd a wife, 
And he knew not what to do with her 

For ſhe'd eat more barley-bread, | 

Than he knew how to give her : | 
We'll all ſap together, we'll all ſup together, 

We'll make no more beds than one, 
Till Jove ſends warmer weather, 

We'll alllig together, we'll all lig aches, 
We'll make no more beds than one, 

Till Jove ſends warmer weather. 


We'll put the ſheep's-head in the pot, 
The wool and the horns together: 

And we will make broth of that, 

And we'll all ſup together, 
We'll all ſup together, &c. 


The wool ſhall thicken the broth, 
The horns ſhall ſerve for bread : 
By this you may underſtand 
The virtue that's in a ſheep's-head : 
And we'll all ſap together, &c. 


4: 82 Some 


. 
Some ſhall lig at the head, 

And ſome ſhall lig at the feet: 
Miſs Cuddy wou'd lig in the middle, 
Becauſe ſhe'd have all the ſheet: 

We'll all lig together, &c. 


Miſs Cuddy got up in the loft, 
And Sawny wou'd fain have been at her, 
Miſs Cuddy fell down in her ſmock, 
And made the glaſs windows to clatter : 


We'll alllig together, &c. 

The bride ſhe went to bed, 

The bridegroom follow'd after, 

'The fidler crept inat the feet, 

And they all lig'd together. 
We'll all ig together, &c. 


CLI. 


Saw ye Jenny Nettles, | 3 
"Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, 
Saw ye Jenny Nettles, 
Coming frae the market; 

Bag and baggage on her back, 
Her fee and bountith in her lap; 
Bag and baggage on her back; 
And a babie in her oxter. 


I met ayont the Kairny, 13 
Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, | 

Singing till her bairny, 

Robin Rattles' baſtard ; | 
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To flee the dool upo' the ſtool, 
And ilka ane that mocks her, 

- She round about ſeeks Robin out, 
'To tap? it in his oxter. 


Fy, fy! Robin Rattle, 
Robin Rattle, Robin Rattle; 

Fy, fy ! Robin Rattle, 
Uſe Jenny Nettles kindly : 

Score out the blame, and ſhun the ſhame, 
And without mair debate o't, 

Take hame your wain, mak Jenny fain, 
The leel and leeſome gate ot. 


9 
CLVIII. 
T une—TFocky blyth and gay. 


SwIF T, Sandy, young and gay 
Are ſtill my heart's delight. 
I ſing their ſangs by day, _ | 
And read their tales at night. 
If frae their books. I be, 
Tis dulneſs then with me; 
But when theſe ſtars appear, | 
Jokes, ſmiles, and wit ſhine clear. 


Swift, with uncommon ſtile, + *% a 
And wit that flows with eaſe, | >»  » ® 

Inſtructs us with a ſmile, „ : 

And never fails to pleaſe. 


"WS Bright 


(6% 


Bright Sandy greatly ſings. 
Of heroes, gods, and kings 2 
He well deſerves the bays, 

And ev ry Briton's praiſe. 


While thus our Homer ſhines, 
| Young with Horation flame, 
"Mm Corrects thoſe falſe deſigns 
| We puſh in love of fame. 
_ Blyth gay, in pawky ſtrains, | 
Makes villains, clowns, and ſwains, 
Reprove, with biting leer, ; 
Thoſe in a bagher ſphere. 


swift, Sandy, youn g, and gay, 
Long may you give delight; 
Let all the dunces bray, 

3 You're far above their ſpite : 
S. Such, from a malice ſour, _ 
| | . Write nonſenſe, lame and poor, 
Which never can ſucceed, 

For who the traſh will read? 


"OY. CAPS,” AL 


exax, 


Tus morn was Kür, fat was 1 the airs 
All nature's ſweets were ſpringing3 
= .. The buds did blow with filver dew, 
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When on the bent, with blyth content, 

Voung Jamie ſang. his marrow, 
Nae bonnier laſs.e'er-trad the graſs 

On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


How ſweet her face, where every grace 
In heavenly beauty's planted ; 

Her ſmiling een, and comely mien 
That nae perfeQtion wanted, 

I'll never fret, nor ban my fate, 
But bleſs my bonny marrow : 

If her dear ſmile my doubts beguile, 
My mind ſhall ken nae ſorrow. 


Yet tho? ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare 
Of every charm enchanting, 

Each good turns Ul, and ſoon will kill 
Poor me, if love be wanting. - 

O bonny laſs ! have but the grace 

To think, ere ye gae furder; 

Your joys maun flit, if ye commit 
The crying ſin of murder. 


My wand'ring ghaiſt will ne'er get reſt, 
And night and day affright ye; | 
But if you're kind, with joyful mind = 
I'll ſtudy to delight ye. | (| 
Our years around with love thus — uy 
From all things joys ſhall-borrow; 
Thus none ſhall he more bleſt than ve | | 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. ; . 


0 ſweets 


— 


( 2 


O ſweeteſt Sue! tis oily you 
Can make life worth my wiſhes, 

If equal love your mind can move 
To grant this beſt of bliſſes; 

Thou art my ſun, and thy leaſt frown 
Would blaſt me in the bloſſom ;. 


But if thou ſhine, and make me 33 85 


III flouriſh in a boſom. 


T Els is no mine ain houſes: 
I ken by the rigging ot; 


Since with my love I've 1950 vows, wo. 


I dinna like the bigging oft. 


For now that Pm young Robie's bride pet 


And miſtreſs of his fire-fide, 
Mine ain houſe I'll like to guide, 
And pleaſe me with the trigging o't. 


Then farewel to my father's houſe, 
I gang where love invites me; 
The ſtricteſt duty this allows, 
When love with honour meets me. 
Wben Hymen moulds us into ane, 
My Robie's nearer than my kin, 
And to refuſe him were a fin, - | 
Sae lang's he kindly treats me. 


When 
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When Pm in mine ain houſe, 
True love ſhall be at hand ay 
To make me ſtill a prudent ſpouſe, 
And let my man command ay ; 
Avoiding ilka cauſe of ftrife, 
The common peſt of married life, 
That makes ane wearied of his wife, 


And breaks the kindly band a7. 


CLXL. - 


: I 15 I have ſeven braw new gowns 
And ither ſeven better to mak, 
And yet for a'my new gowns, 
My wooer has turn'd his back. 
Beſides I have ſeven milk-ky, 
And Sandy he has but three; 
And yet fora' my good ky, 
The laddie winna ha'e me. 


My daddy's a delver of dikes, 
My mither can card and ſpin, 
And I am a ſine fodgel laſs, 
And the ſiller comes linkin in: 
The tiller comes linkin in, 
And it is ſou fair to ſee, 
And fifty times wow ! O wow ! 
What ails the lad at me ? 
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Whenever our ; Bip does bark, 
Then faſt to the door I rin, 
To ſee gin any young ſpark 
Will light and venture but in; 
But never a ane will come in, 
Tho' mony à ane gaes by, 
Syne far ben the houſe I rin; 
Anda weary wight am I. 


When I was at my firſt prayers, 

I pray'd but anes the year, 

I wiſh'd for a handſome young lad, 

And a lad with muckle gear. 
When I was at my neiſt prayers, 

I pray'd but now and than, 

I ſaſh'd na my head about gear, 

If I got a handſome young man. 
Now when I'm at my laſt prayers 
I pray on baith night and day, 
And O! if a beggar wad came, 

With that ſame beggar I'd gae. 
And O! and what'll come o me? 

; And O! what'll I do? 

That fic a braw Laſſie as IL 

Shou'd die for a wooer I trop. 


CLXII. 
P une—My Jay e 


WIN I think on my lad- 
1 figh and am fad, | 


— 
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For now he is far frae me. 
My dady was.harſh, 
My minny was warſe, 
That gart him gae yont the ſea. 


Without an eſtate, We 
That made him look blate, 
And yet a brave lad is he, 
Gin ſafe he comes hame, 
In ſpite of my dame, 
He'll ever be welcome to me. 


Love ſpeers nae advice 
Of parents o'er wiſe, 
That have but ae bairn like me, 
That looks upon caſh, 
As naithing but traſh, 
That ſhackles what ſhould be free, 


And tho* my dear lad 

Nae ane penny had, 
Since qualities better has hs; 

Albert I'm an heireſs, 

I think it but fair is, 
To love him, fince he loves me. 

'Then, my dear Jamie, 

To thy kind e. | 
Haſte, haſte thee in o'er the ſea, 
"To her wha can find 

Nae eaſe in her mind. 


_ Withouta blyth fight of thee, 


* 


Tho? 


| 
| 
| 
| 
2 
| 
| 
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Tho my daddy, forbad;: ann hs EL 
And my minny * N ; 
Forbidden I will not be; an e 
For ſince thou alone 50 805 © 2 Hal 
My favour haſt „ 10. he 
Nane elſe ſhall eber get? it for. me. 


f Vet thts ru not prieve, | „ er Br 
4B Or without their leave: RY 05 i. 
Be content with a hearty Toke k Wny. 
That can never deſer. 
Till chey ceaſe to oppoſe, or be. ; 


Vet friends to our love, a 
When our firm reſolves mo IR 
Will yield up my treaſure, _ WY od ans 
And a' that love —_ 70 wee. be 


* * 


_— 


Rolls ok WR 


crxIII. 


Winx I've Sar under! my chumb, 5 
Then I get credit in ilka town:: 
But ay when I'm poor they bid me gbr; „ 


O!] poverty parts good c company. e 
Todlen hame, todlen hane, \ fon - 64 


— _ 1 Tome todlen hame. _ 


, f ar. f. | F 


A LCF 


| F wy the goodwife, and ſend her good fale, 
She gi'es us white bannocks to drink her ale, 
Syne if that her tippory chance tobe ſma' 1 
We'll tak a good ſcour o't, and ca't awa'. 

- Todlen hame, todlen hame, 


As round as a neep © come todlen hame. 


My kimmer and], lay down to ſleet, 
And twa bint · ſtoups at our bed's-feet; ' 
And ay when we waken'd, we drank them dry: 
What think ye of my wee kimmer and 17 | 
Todlen butt, and kodlen . 
Sae round as my love comes todlen ame. 


Leez me on liquor, my todlen dow, 
Ve're ay ſae good-humour'd when weering.y your” 
mou: ad” 
When ſober ſae ſour, yell bigkt with a flee, / le at 
That 'tis a blyth fight to the bairns and me, 


When todlen hame, todlen hame,, .., 7” 
When "OT as a negp ye come todlen lane. 
1 2 25 N 1 
cLxV. 


Wu EN innocent paſtime our as ure did crown, 

Upon a green meadow, or under a tree; 

Ere Annie became a fine lady in town, 

How lovely and loving and bonny was ſhe ? . 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautiful Annie, 
Leet ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a. je. 

O!] as thou art bonny be faithfu' and canny, 

And favour thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


Vol. III. T Does 


rr 
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Ah! ſhou'd a new manteau, g r Flanders-lace head. 


O! as thou art bonny be faithfu* ANC canny, 


"Cd 


vom, the death of a lintwhite ge Annie Shs 
Dy ſpleen? gone, WES 
Can tyning of trifles be <A to 3 $% - 


Can lap- dogs and monkies draw tears fra theſe een, 


That look with indiff rence, on poor dying me 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Anuie, 

And dinna prefer a paroquet © 3 oe 
O! as thou art bonny, be prudent and eanny, 

And think on thy Jamie who doats upon thee. 


Or yet a wee cottie, tho? OR ſae fine, 5 


Gar thee grow forgetfu', and let his heart bleed, 
That ane$had fome hope 1 e mane 7 ö 
Rouze up, cc. 


Shall a Paris edition of We * 
Tho? gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be, 
By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Apna, | 
And aim at theſe beniſons promis'd to me? 


| Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Anni 


And never prefer A light dancer ro me; 
O] as thou art bonny be conſtant and canny, 
Love only thy Jamie wha doats upon thee, 


O! think, my dear 8 on ilka ſweet Sour. 
That ſlade away ſafihʒ between thee and me; 


Ere ſquirrels, or beaus, or fopp'ry. had power 


To rival my Jove, and impoſe upon the. 


Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu? Annie, 0 


And let thy deſires be a center d in me; 


1 
3 


And love him wha' 8 langing to to center in thee 


6605 


( * 2. 


. 


WII I y: ye go to the Ew-bughts, Marion „ 
And wear in the ſheep wi” me 
The ſanſhine's ſweet, my Marion, 
But nae haff ſae ſweet as thee. 
0 Marion's a bonny laſs, 
And the blyth blinks in her eye; 
And fain wad I marry Marion, 
Gin Marion wad marry me. | 
There's gowd in your garters, Marion, 
And ſilk on your white hauſs-bane ; 
Fu” fain wad I kiſs my Marion a 
At een when I come hame. 1 
There's braw lads in Earnſlaw, Marion, | 
Who gape, and glows with their eye 
At Kirk when they ſee my Marion; 
But none of them lo'es like me. 


I've nine milk-ews, my Marion, 
A cow and abrawny quey; 
I'll gie' them a'to my Marion, 
juſt on her bridal day; ä 

And ye's get a green ſey apron, _ 
And waiſteoat 'o'th London brown, 
And now but ye will be vap' ring, 

Whene'er ye gang to the town. 


I'm young and ſtout, my Marion; 3 
Nane dance like me on the green; 1 
And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 


Tue en gae draw up wi Jenn: | 
T2 


talks 


| Sac put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kirtle of the cramaſie; 
And ſoon as my chin has nae hair on, 
I ſhall come weſt, and ſee ye. 
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CLays. 


beg in the Warzzuax. | 
Trittenly Mr. Din p18, 


AND did you not hear of a jolly young waterman | 
Who at Black-friar's-bridge uſed for to ply ; 
And he feather'd his oars with och ail and danterity 
Winning each heart, and delighting each eye. 
He look'd ſo neat, and he row'd fo Readily, 
The maidens all Rock'd in his boat fo readily,.. 
And he ey'd the Yong, rogues | wh ſo ag 
ei ir, 
That this waterman ne er r Was in want + a 8 


What ſights of fine folks he oft row'd in his wherry, 
Twas cleaned out fo nice, and ſo painted withal, © 
He was always firſt oars when the fine city ladies 
In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall. | 
And oftentimes would they be giggling: d leering, | 
But 'twas all one to Tom, their giving a jeering, 
For 2 or N by te did care, 


1 


N 


75 That ſhe ſmil'd, and ſo ſtraightway in love he did fall · 


0000) 


And yet, but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen, 
As he row'd along, thinking of nothing at all, 


He was ply*d by a damſel ſo lovely and charming, 


And would this young damſel but baniſh his ſorrows 
He'd wed her to- night before to-morrow; 

And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 
When he's marry'd, and never in want of afare. 


 CLXVIL. 
8905 N i the CoRL E ER, 


| Witt by Mr. Dinos, 58 


| "T'was; in a village, near Caſtlebury, FE 
A cobler and his wife diddwell, _ j 
And for a timeno two ſo merry, % | 
Their happineſs no tongue can tell. 
But to this couple, the neiglibours tell us, 
Somethin ag did happen that caus'd much ftrife, 
For, going to a neighbouring alehouſe, 
The man got drunk and beat his wife, 
But though he treated her ſo vilel, 
What did his wife, good creature, do * 
Kept ſnug, and found a method lily © 
To wring his heart quite through and through; 
For Dick the tapſter and his maſteer˖—R 7 
By the report that then was rife, 
Were both in hopes, by this diſaſter, 
To gain the cobler's pretty wife. 


F'S; While 


(n 


© While things went on to. * an ruin, 
3 And all their furniture was fold, _ 
= She ſeem'd to approve: what each was doing... 
” And got from each a purſe of gold. 
So when the cobler's Cares were over, 
He ſwore to lead an alter'd life, 7 
To mind his work, ne*er be a rover, . 
And i et no FOURT than his wife. 


7 Sung in Poor VuLcan,. 
3 Written by Mr. DI DIR. 

% _ Come, eyery man now give his toaſt, 
Fill up the glaſs, I'll tell you mine, 


Wine is the miſtreſs I love moſt, 
This is my toaſt now give methine. 


Well faid my lad, ne'er let it ſtand, 

1 I give my Chloe, nymph divine, 

. May love and wine go hand in hand; 
This is my toaſt—now give me chine, 


Fill up your glaſſes to che brink. 
| Hebelet no ed didinn.. 

*Twas Hebe taught me firſt to I 
This 3 is wy toaſt—now give me thine. 


= 


p Gemmen, * give my wife U'ye ſee, 
May all to make her ee 
80 ſhe be far enough from me : 
This is my toaſt—now give me thine, 


| ' 


Let 


„ 
Let conſtant lovers at the feet SELL... 
Of pale-fac'd wenches figh and pine, 
For me, the firſt kind girl I meet 
Shall be my toalt—now give me thin. 


You toaſt your wife, and you your laſs, | 

My boys and welcome; here's the wine, 
> For my part, he who fills my glaſs _ 
Shall be my toaſt—now give me thine. 


Spirit, my lads, and toaſt away, 
I have ſtill one with yours to join; 
That we may have enough to'pay, 
This is my ts ans: give me thine; | 


LAI. 
Sing in Tin Vocan. 
Written by Mr. Din pin 


Cong all ye gem' men volunteers, 
Of glory who would ſhare, 


And leaving with your wives your fears, 
To the drum head repair. 3 85 


or to the een 1 

Come, come, without delay, Q 
Vou' ll enter into preſent pa pay, ad 555 N 

My lads the an ſtrike.” de hs 


GBM age 14 


Have you no money in your purſe, 
To the drum head repair. 
Or to the noble, & c. 


r 8 4 0 4 0 4 
J L 0 
4 4 * 4 J " / 
In * "> 0 82 8 ? 


% | Sun inthe Sm. 4010. 


nme hy Mi. bissig. A 


SE Taz fignal to. engage dan b be . 
A A whiſtle and a hollow, ; 


Be one and all but firm like ae 44 3 5. 


And TOs ſoon will follow. 


| 
41 : 4 212) 

V A golden guinea, POE a crown, | 5 F 
i Beſides the Lord knows what renowny 
be a His Majeſty. the don or, 5 
Id | And if you die, | 
| Why then you lie 

| | Stretc%d out on the bed of honour. 
| ! D oes any prentice 482 too hard, 
13 Five cloaths would any wear, 
= Would any one his wife diſcard, 
AZ To the drum head repair. 
1 Or to the noble,” e- 

| q your eſtates put out to ne, 

Are you a caſt- off heir, 


%* A > 
Bah 


— S- * 
* 


You 


8 


Vou gunnel keep the helm in hand, 

Thus, thus boys, ſteady, ſteady 3 

Till right a-head you ſee the land, 
Then, ſoon as ane ee 
The fignal, & c. | 


Keep- boys a good look out, ye hear, 
'Tis for old England's honour ; 
k; Juſt as you've brought your lower tier 
Broadſide to bear Ro her, 
The fignal, &c. } 


All hands then, lads, the ſhip-to . 
L Lead all your guns and mortars. 
Silent as death th' attack prepare, 
And, when your all at quarters, 
The fignal, & c. 


th tn. 


inn 


WHEN the fails catch the breeze and the an- 
chor is weigh'd, 

To bear me from Anna, my beautiful maid, 

The top-maſt aſcending, I look for my dear, 

And ſigh that her features imperf:& appear: 
Till aided by fancy, her charms I ſtill trace, 

And for me fee the tears trickle down her pale face; 
While her handkerchief waving ſolicits my view, . 
And 1 heard her feet he idly = out adieu 8 


The 


(. 216 } 


The pleaſing deluſion not long can prevail, 
Higher riſe the proud mne, and more briſe 
blows the gale; 5% f er AE A 
The gale that regards not the dag it . 
The proud waves, ſtill unmoved, 0 augmented 
by tears. 
Ah! vil ye not one auge moment delay, 
Oh! think from what rapture you bear me away | 
Then my eyes n in vain an eu Anna to 
| view, 
And a tear drops AF each as I yl out 5 


Yet ſome comfort it gives to my agoniz'd mind, 
That I flill ſee: the land where I left her behind; 
The land that gave birth to my charmer and me, 
Tho leſs'ning, my eyes beam with pleaſure to ſee; 
*Tis the caſket that holds all that's dear to my 


heart, | . 1 f 3 
Tis the haven where PA we ſhall weer, ne er to 
| part? 


If the Fates are propitiens to divers ſo true; 
But if not, deareſt. Anna! a * long adieu! 


r 
5 
— 


529 765 - CLXXIE. 


4 c ANT; A * A. 
e e "REGITATIVE. - 5 


N EAR a thick grove, . whoſe deep emboy” ring. jo 
. ſhade 1488115 5 
Seem'd moſt for love and 8 ods $ 

A chryftal ſtream with gentle murmur flows, 
Whaſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe; 


cm, 


Thither retir'd from Pheebus? ſultry ray, 

And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of ave, 
By chance was ſtumping totheneighb'ring grove; 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of pens: wh 3 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd—he ſtared - her lovely form futvey'a: 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature e thus inform'd his tongue, 


4 Re 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
We s glaſſy boſom ſhews'the ſky, _ 
Completes the rural ſcene, . - 
Completes the rural „„ 
| But i in thy boſom; charming maid, _ 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay d, 
Too lovely Iphigene, 
Too lovely Ipbigene. 


nE CIT AT IVZ, ü 
She wakes and ere Cymon GO 
| ſtands, ee 
Down falls the ſtaff rem his W Aebre 3 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear, 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies,” 5 
Oh, Cy mon! if 'tis you, I need not riſe 3 © 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 
Theclown, tranſported, was not filent * 
But thus with extacy purſu'd his ſong. 


— 


3 . , A: FR 
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nuplan that careleſs break, 
Ip outs: boſom, fin of ſow, x 


de ber Iphigene;} - {1 
I die for Iphigene. 4 
rat 12 cv ES q 


Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former clod is thus inſpir d with ſenſe ; | 
She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, : l 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait ; | 
Bids him be ſecret. and next day attend. 
At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend, 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to lend, 
And nature's language ſureſt et 


= A 1 R. : 
| * 5 * 2 ſacred fire, "ag. Wn 
1 Kindling gentle, chaſte defire, 


- % ; 


Love can rage itſelf coutroul, 
 Andelevate, and elevate the human ſoul, 
Deprived of that, our wretched ſtate 
Had made our lives of too long date; 
But bleſt wich beauty, and with _ . 46 
Bleſt with beauty and with love, | | 
We taſte what angels do above, 5 
What angels do abore. 


CCLXXIIL 


© a 
CLXXIV. 
__ in the BasxeT-Maxzn, 


Tune,—Ficansf are. 


By me the honeſt man be priz'd 
lis blood with tinkers des, . 
And let the raſcal be deſpis d. 
From Clovis tho' deſcendedz. 
"That fools ſhould reverence claim from blood, 
Fly hence the baſe deluſion! 
He's truly noble who is good, e 7's 
Hem,—this is Conſtitution ! OT EK. 3 
Hard knocks abroad, when I was young, 8 
I got upon this hard head; A 4-44 -- 
With little croſs, on button hung, N 
I was at home rewarded. „ GE SES +4 
But to make up for tides of blogs, e 1 
A patriot effuſion, . 
I drink my own, and country's good,. — 
Hem I— this is Conſtitution! FIRE Wet: 4 at og © 


When ſnows ſhall fall, tho” we retire; - wi ah +," 
Should age make man . a: Sets tae d. 
I'll fit beſide my chearful fire, TT Lk 
And laugh and take my Ma 


When at my. door grim/Death ſhall 54. 
And think to make intruſion, _ 3 


Pray call again, ſays T, Old Cock, 
_ Hem [hers lives Conflitution ! Ws 


1 28) 


J wa 
Sung in the BaskET-Mak ER. 
8 keen hand aſails 
In penury array'd, 
On friends we call, but rien al. 
When moſt we want its aid. 
In partial fortune's ſunſhine warm, 
Say how can you behold _ | 
The ſhiv*ring wretch abide the ſtorm, 
Yet keep your heart ſo cold ? 


— 


To touch thy ſoul, proud man, hw vain,” 
Whilſt lull'd in ſoft repoſe ! | 
He cannot feel for others pain, 
Who never felt their woes. 
Go taſte a bliſs unknown before, 
And future joys attend, 
With ſmiles attend the cottage door, 
And be the poor man's friend. 


Pe 351 . . 
1 8 


- CLEXVI. 
Sung in the Basxxr-Mar KER, 


Mx 8 Beaux æuillets doux, come, my pretty pinks 
| 8 
When bellliane the ſeaſon how ſweet was the cry 3 "2 


% 
/ 
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The Lady, the Biſhop, the Count and Marquis, 
The Pinks of gay Paris, their Pinks bought of me; 
They always ow double, what chen? twas my 
due, ; | 
So ſweet was the cry of my Beaux Ex," > 
The Gard'ner I offer'd my money to pay, 
For the Pinks I bought of him; my dear, he ſaid, 
nays 5 5 
Since J ſaw your lov'd ao when you tepe o'er + 
I'd give my whole garden to you for a FAR 
At his word I then took him with, dear ſir, adieu, 


Vet, I paid him his _ and then Beaux euillets 
aouxe 


A very fine lord, yet a vile naughty man, | 95 

Would purchaſe my Pinks, but my perſon trepan Is 

He took out his ſnuff- box, and cried with an air, 

Ah ! ma chere, mon Ange—you are deviliſh fair ! 

He fain would have kiſs'ùd me; I cried, taiſes vous. 

Yet his Louis I touch'd, and then Beaux. æuiliets 
doux. | 


— 


CLXXVII. 
Sung in the ELECTION. 
Wins r happy in my native land, 
II boaſt my. country's charter; - 
I'll never baſely lend my hand. 
Ker liberties to / barter. :. 
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The noble mind is not at all, 
By poverty degraded ; 

'Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 

And wellI am perſuaded, 

Each free-born Briton's ſong ſhall be, 


Or give me death or liberty, 
Or give me, &c. 


Tho' ſmall the power which fortune grants. 
And few the gifts ſne ſends us, 


I!be lordly hireling often wants 


'That freedom which defends us; 

By law ſecur'd from lawleſs ſtrife, 

Our houſe is our caſtellum; 

Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in life, 
For lucre ſhall we ſell 'em ? : 

No !—every Briton's ſong ſhould be, 

Give me death or liberty, 

Give me death, &c. 


clxxv III. 


Tur e failor ploughs the main, 
A competence in life to gain, | 


*  Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 


To find, at laſt, content and eaſe + 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. | / 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 


| And thunders ſhake from pole to poles 
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Tho' dreadful waves. ſurrounding foam, Fi - 
Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home: | 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl, the jovial crew, RS, 
The early ſcenes of youth renew, 

Tho? each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 

This is che univerſal toaſt— 

May we, whea toil and danger's 0 er, 

Caſt anchor on our native ſhore. | 


— 


cLxxIx. 
WIIEN Britain firft- ar Heaw'ns command, 


Aroſe from out the azure main, 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain, — 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. | 


The nations, not fo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their to tyrants fall 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt fouriſh great and 
=. ; 
The dread. and. envy of them all. 


Rule Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke; 
As the loud blaſt, the blaſt that tears the bie. 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 
Rule Britannia, &c.. e hed 


„ ö | | The 
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The haughty tyrants neꝰer ſhall tame, 


All their attempts to bear thee down, 


Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen' rous flame, 


And work their woe, and thy renown. 
Rule Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 


Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine ; 
And thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine.. 
Rule Britannia, & c. 


; The muſes, ſtill with freedom "LEY 


Shall to thy happy coaſt repair; 
Bleſt iſle ! with beauties, "oy matchleſs beauties 
; 'crown'd, 
And manly hearts to 3 the fair. 5 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
3X hy or Britons never will be ſlaves. b 


13 CLEXX. ; 
Sung in the SCg00L for” ScanDai 
HERE“s to the maid of baſnful fifteen, 
Likewiſe to the widow of fifty ; 3 


Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, 


And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. | 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs, 
E warrant ſhe Il prove an excuſe for the 158. 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 


And likewiſe to her that has: none; ſir; 


, Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 


And here's to her that's but one, ſir. 8 
A Let the toaſt paſs, ä Wei 
: Here's 


( 223 ) 
Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow; 
Aud to her that's as brown as a berry; _ 
1 And here's to the girl wich a face full of woe. 


And here's to the girl that is merry. 
Let the toaſt paſs, c. 


Let her be clumſy or let her be lim, 
Young or ancient I care not a feather ; 
| | So fill the pint. bumber quite up to the brimz, _ 
| And e' en let us toaſt them together. 2 
Let the toaſt paſs, £ 
Drink to the laſs, 


I'll warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 


CLXXXI. 5 
Hz comes, he comes, the hero comes, 32 
Sound, ſound the trumpet, beat, beat the drum: 


From port to port let cannons roar, 
He's welcome to the Britiſh ſhore. 


Prepare, prepare, your ſongs prepare, | 
Loud, loudly rend the echoing air: | 


From pole to pole your joys reſound, ? 
For virtue's his, with glory crow de. | 


CLXXXII. 43 


Cox, cheer up my lads, tis to glory we deer, 
To add ſomething more to this wonderful year; 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves, 
For who are ſo free as the. ſons of the waves. 


* CHOR Ug+ 
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Hearts of . are our hips, hearts of oak are bur 


men, : 
We Roll are ready, | 


Steady boys, ſteady ; 
We'll fight and we'll conquer again and again, 


We ne'er ſee our foes but we wiſh them to ftay:; 
They never ſee us but they wiſh us. away; | 
If they run,. why we follow,. and run them aſhore, 

For if they wont fight us, what can we do more? 
| Cno. Hearts of Oak, &c. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes; 


They'll frighten our women, our childrenand beaus; - 


But ſhould their flat bottoms in darkneſs get o'er,. 
Still Britons they*ll find to receive them aſhore.. 
Cno. Hearts of Oak, Kc. 


We'll ftill- make them run, and we'll {ll 3 


them ſweat, 
In ſpite of the Devil, or Bruſſel's gazette ; 5 
Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let us. 
1ing, 
Our foldiers, our failors, our country and et. 
Cao. Hearts of Oak, &c. 


WE CLXXXIII. 
A BUSY humble bee was I. fas k 
That range the garden ſunny ; | 
From flow'r to flow'r I changing fly, 

And ev'ry flow'r's my honey ; + 


Bright 


| 
. 
6 


{| 
1 
a | 


Variety, that knows no bound, 


6225) 
Bright Chloe, with her golden hair, 
Awhile my rich jonquile is, 6 
Till, cloy'd with ſipping Nectar there, 
I ſhift to roſy Phillis, 
Il shift, &c. 
But Phillis's ſweet op'ning breaſt, 
Remains not long my ſtation ; 
For Kitty muſt be now addreſs'd, 
My ſpicy breath'd carnation : 


Vet Kitty's fragrant bed I leave, 


To other flow'rs I'm rover, 


And all in turns my love receive, 


The gay wide garden Mer. 
The gay, &c. 


My roving fancy edges; 
And oft with Flora I am found, 
In dalliance under hedges: 


For, as I am an errand bee, 


Who range each bank that's ſunny, 
Both fields and gardens are my fee, 


And ev'ry flow'r's my honey. 


And ev ry, Kc. 


CLXXXIV. 


Lx others Damon's praiſe rehearſe, | 


Or Collin's at their will; 


I mean to ſing in ruſtic . 


Loung Strephon of the hill. 


* 
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As once I ſat beneath the ſhade, 
Beſide a purling rill ; 


Who ſhould invade my ſolitude, | 
But . of the hill. . 1 


He tapt my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kiſs, 


I could not take it ill ; 
For nothing ſure is done amiſs, 
By Strephon of the hill. 


Conſent, O lovely maid, he cried, 


Nor aim thy ſwain to kill; 
Conſent this day to be the bride, 
Of Strephon of the hill. 


| Obſerve the doves on yonder ſprays | 
See how they fit and bill; ; | 5: 


So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away 
With Strephon of the hill. 


We went to church with hearty * 
O love ! propitious ſtill! 


May ev'ry nymph be bleſt, like me, 0 


With Strephon of the hill. 


CL XXXV. 


"YOUNG Jockey he courted ſweet Mog, the 
Brunette, 
Who had lips like carnation, and eyes black as jet; 5 


He coax'd, and he wheedled, and talk'd. a his 
| eyes, | 


A lool'd as lovers 1 wiſe : 


. 


Then 


- 


12) 


Then he ſwore like a lord how her charms heador'd, 
That ſhe'd ſoon put an end to his ſuff "rings: im. 
plor'd ; 

For a heart unawares thus his a * ſet, 
And ſoon made a conqueſt of Mog the Brunette. 


They pannel'd their dobbins and rode to the fair, 

Still kiſſing and fond'ling until they came there; 

They call'd at the church, and in wedlock were 
join'd, 

And Jockey was happy for Moggy was kind : 


Twas now honey moon, time expir'd too ſoon, 

They revell'd in pleaſure night, morning, and noon 3 

He call'd her his charmer, his joy and his pet, 
And the laſſes all envy'd ſweet Mog the Brunette. 


Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt un- 
kind, ; 

For Jockey rode on and left Moggy behind; 
Surpriz'd at this treatment, ſhe calPd to her mate, 
Why Jockey, you're alter'd moſt ſtrangely of late. 


Come on, fool, he cry'd, thou now art my bride, 
And when folks are wed they ſet fooling afide;; 
Hard names, and foul words, were the beſt ſhe 
could get, 
Strange uſage this ſure, for ſweet Mog the Bra: 
nette, 
He took home goor Moggy, new conduct to 3 
She bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd the old 
: barn; 
They laid in a Rock ſor the cares that enſue, 


Aud now live as man and wife uſually do: 3 


R 


cc , , Mr Se ets 
4 - 


As their kumours excite, they kiſs and they fight, 


*Twixt kindneſs and feuds, paſs the morn, noon 


and night; _ 
To his ſorrow he finds with his match he "IP mt 


And wiſhes the Devil had Mog the Brunette. 


3 


Fa 


# My longing eyes may-hope-atlaſt- 


0 Dn ny 
CLAXKVL. 


Poon Salas bird; that all night long 


Tell to the moon thy tale of tender woe, 
From what cauſe can ſuch ſweet ſorrow flow. 
And whence this mournful melody of ſong ? 
Thy ' poet's muſing fancy would tranſlate _ . 
What mean the ſounds that ſwell thy little breaſt, 
When ſtill at dewy eve thou leav'ſt thy neſt, 


| Thus to the liſtening night to ſing thy fate. 


Pale Sorrow's victims were thou once among, 
_ Tho? now releas'd in woodlands wild to'rove ; 


Or haſt thou felt from friends ſome cruel wron g⸗ 


Or dieſt thou martyr of diſaſtrous love ? 


Ah I ſongſtreſs fad ! that ſuch my lot might oy 


To figh and fing at OY "IO mo L 
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That part my love and me; 85 5 


S * — % 
Their only wiſh to ſee ; +1 + 2 
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But how, my Delia, will you meet 

The man you've loſt ſo long * 
Will love in all your pulſes beat, 

And tremble on your tongue? 


Will you in ev 'ry look declare, 

Your heart is ſtill the ſame; 

And heal each anxious idle care, * 
Our fears in abſence frame? 

Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, | 

And try what yet remains between ; 
Of loit' ring time to cheat. | | 


But if the dream that ſoothes my mind, 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 

If I am doom'd at length to find, 

; You have forgot to love : : 

All I of Venus aſk is this, 

No more to let us join; 

B ut grant me here the — bliſt, 2 
THO es you: mine, ee 


— 


CLXXXVIIL $58 
| | Writes by Dx. Brackrocx, 


VE rivers ſo limpid and clear, 
Who reflect, as in cadence you flow, 
All the beauties that vary the year, 
All the flow'rs on your banks that grow: 
How bleſt on your banks could I * v2 
Were Meliſſa the pleaſure to ſhare, - 
And teach your ſweet echoes to tell  . 
With what fondneſs I doat on the Fair! 
Vo L. III. X ve 


Does her ſympathy dwell on my care? 


5 8 


Ye harveſts, that wave in the breeze 
As far as the view can extend 

Ye mountains, umbrageous with trees, 
Whoſe tops ſo majeſtic aſcend : 

Your landſcape what joy to ſurvey, 
Were Meliſſa with me to admire; 


Then the harveſt would glitter, how gay 1 


How majeſtic the mountains aſpire, 


In penſive regret whilſt I rove, 


The fragrance of flow'rs to inhale ; 
Or watch from the paſtures and grove, 


n 


Each muſic that floats on the gale: 


Alas! the deluſion how vain! 


Nor odours, nor harmony pleaſe 5 8 7 2 
A heart agonizing with pain,  _ 


Which tries ev ry. poſture for caſe, 16 


— 


If anxious to flatter my woes, 
Or the langour of abſence to A 
Her breath I would catch in the roſe, . 
Or her voice in the nightingale . 
To cheat my deſpair of its prey. 
What object her charms can ame ? 


How harſh 1s the nightingale't lay, 1 0 


How infipid the roſe's perfume! | 


z 


* 
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Ye zephyrs that viſit my fair, Fa "Up T 7 


7 


Ye ſun-beams around her that play, 


Does ſhe number the hours of my Sick ye. 


Firſt periſh ambition and wealth, 


Firſt periſh all elſe that is dear, 


Ere one ſigh ſhould eſcape her by r 


Ere my abſeone ſhould cok her one tear, 


” thee 
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When, 1 ſhall her beauties once more, 
This deſolate boſom ſurpriſe ? 

Ye Fates ! the bleſt moments reſtore * _ 
When 1 baſk'd in the beam of her eyes; 9 

When, with ſweet emulation of heart, 
Our kindneſs we ſtruggled to ſhow; _ 

But the more that we ſtrove to impart, 

We felt 1 it more r glow. 


P 


CLXXXIX. 3 
Written by Mr, CunxINonan. 1 5 


THE gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 
Her gloſſy plumage laves 
And, failing down the ſilv er tide, 
Divides the whiſp'ring waves: 
The ſilver tide, that wand'ring flows, 
Sweet ta the bird muſt be:: 
But not fo ſweet, blithe Cupid knojs. 5 
As Delia is to me. 3 


A parent bird, in laintive N 
On yonder fruit tree ſung; 

And ſtill the pendent neſt ſhe veg, 
That held her callow young: 

Tho? dear to her maternal heart 
The genial brood muſt be; 


They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth Part 
As Delia i is to me. 


The roſes that my brow farround, a 
Were natives of the dale, 1 
Scarce plucked, and in a 04 bound, 
ere. their hue grew pale: 
A X 2 
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My vital blood would thus be froze, 


If luckleſs torn from thee; - 
For what the root is . dee 
My Delia is to me. 10 ed: 6 = IX 8 
Two doves I found Uke new-fll'n her. oo 
So white the beauteous pair: 
The birds on Delia I'll beſtow,  _ ' 
They're like her boſom fair: 
May they of our connubial 50 | 
A happy omen be! gut er, 
Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles proves. 0 
Will Delia rare einne 


Written by _—— LaTTLETOR. 78 


O vk, who bathe ia courtly. bliſs,. © EN 2 
Or toil in fortune's giddy re., e "4nd 

Do not too raſhly judge amiſs Me 
Of one who hyes contented | here... 2; 


"$35 # = Wha 


- 


Nor yet diſdaid the narrow bonds” Kea 
That 'fkirt this garden's fimple pride 3 ii 
Nor yet deride the ſcanty mounds, _ 

That fence yon water's peaceful tide.” 


The tenant of the ſhade forgive, 
For wand' ring at the cloſe of days 
Wich joy to ſee the flow'rets live, a 
And hear the linnet's Or Bye: 5 . 
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And O remember, that from ſtrife, 
From fraudful hate and frantic: glee 
From ev'ry fault of poliſh'd life, 

Theſe ruſtic ſcenes are haply frees 


My fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
Their fair nymphs were ſo happy and gay, 
That each night they went ſafely to reſt, 
And they merrily ſung thro* the dax: 
But, ah! what * 2 muſt appear? 
Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er? 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? 
Shall the dance on the green beno more ? 
Muſt the flock from their paſtures be led ? 
Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 
And the ſhip: be all moor'd in each road? 
| Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd around, | 
And ſhall commerce grow ſick of the tide? 
Muſt religion expire on the ground, | 
And ſhall virtue * down by her ide? 


1 
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Two linnets I had talen, 
The little warblers ſeem'd to pray, 
FF or liberty again: 1. 


X 3x Un- 
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Unheedful of their plainti read 2B, 
; I ſung a-croſs the mead * 2 
E | "Is vain they tun'd: their pleain throws. 
And flutter'd to be ed . 


As paſling thro? the tufted grove, 
Near which my cottage ſtood, 
= 1 thought I ſaw the queen of love, 
| 5 When Clora's charms I view'd: 
1 look d, I gaz'd, I preſs d her 245 

| To hear my tender tal,; 
3 Senna oa fled away, 
SS Nor could my fighs prevail. 


Soon, thro! the wound which love had made, 
Came pity to my breaſt ; | 
And thus 1 (as compaſſion bade) 
The feather'd pair addreſs'd: 
Ve little warblers, cheærful be, 
Remember not ye E 
For I, who thought myſelf fo N 
Am far more e _ _ 
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; Ox plaſures bos wing how old time ſteals 
„ away, 12 1 8 

Ere love's fatal Aida leads the hepherd aftray ! ! 
My days, Q ye ſwains! were a round of delight, 
I From the cool. of he mom to the ſs of 
1 8 night: ITS dc 

I Ne care found a place in my cottage or breaſt; 

Is n and content all che * was my gueſt. 


(c 5 


Tas then no „ Halt Phillis my heart could enſnare, 
With eee ap with 1 with dreſs, or with 


So kindly yo yoi ing Cupid had volume the Art, 


That I gather d ſweeta, but I miſo d of the 
8 ſſmart: | 
I toy'd fer a while, then 1 107d like a bee; 


But ſtill all my ſong was, Il ever be free. 


Twas then every object freſh raptures did yield - 3 

If I firay'd thro' the garden, or travers d the field, 

Ten thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay d to my 
ſight; 

If the nightingale ſung, I could lien alt Algen; 1 


With my reed I could 1 to the tune of the 
ſtream, 


And wake to. new life from a zapinirons dream. 


But now, ſince for Hebe in ſecret I fig, 

Alas! what a change! and how wretched am I ! | 

Adieu to- the charms of the valley and glade; 

Their ſweet now all ficken, their colours all fade; 

No muſick I find in ſoft Philomel's ſtrain, 

And the brook o'er the ah now n in 
vain. 

They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee - 

On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me: 


Then teach me, bright Venus, mee, ſoft 
art, 


Or aid me, by reafon, to ranſom my heattt 
To crown my defite, or to baniſh my pain, <> 
- Give love to the woes ag WE enſe t tothe fin. 
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. —— nope ropes ub 
You muſt ev'ry humour try: 

Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 
Sometimes laugh. and ſometimes oye bs 


*P 
3 
12 { 2 


Soft N are but trials, eee 0 VR 


Of che heart we wiſh to gain; 
Though we're ſhy, and feem to fp S 


＋ 


A you purſue, et in vain. £4102 nh 
r N 2 : 2 bu "T1 | 
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Sorr 1 1 Ke of my "foul! eats; | 
Love, who can thy power controul2.. 

All that haunt earth, air, or ſea, - 

Own thy force, and bow to the. 


All che dear inchanting 8 
Damon ſteals my heart away!: 
All the tedious hve-long night oo 
Damon fvims before my e * 


Allthat temptingly beguilf eee 
Sparkling Eyes, 4 * mile 3 oats 17 Ih. 
 Ev'ry charm, and ev ry grace, | 
„cen gentle Damon s face. 
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An! as ſhepherd” s mournful fate, 

When doom'd to love, and doom'd tolanguith, 
To bear the ſcornful fair one's * | 

Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſm. 17 


Vet eager looks, and dying abe 
My ſecret ſoul diſcover, 


| While rapture trembling through my eyes | 
Reveals how much T Be ler. . i 


The tender glance, ths eng a 
O'erſpread with riſing bluſhes, 
A thouſand various ways they ſpeak 
A thouſand various withes, 
For oh! that form ſo heavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 
That artlefs bluſh; and modeſt * 1 25 
So artfully beguihng! tothe wank 


Thy evry look, ee PT b e 
So charms whene er I view thee, by 3 
Till death o'ertake me in the chace n 
Still will my hopes purſue thee.. K le 
Then when my tedious hours are pat. 
Be this laſt bleſſing given, 
Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in ſight e of heaven. - 


. 
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Mine eyes fill fix d on him remain, / 3 


. cxevir. 
Sung in the Tank AAB. 


Tart bark that holde our treaſure, 
When at a diſtance ſeen, 
Fear mingles wich our pleaſure, 37:36 22008 

For 1 e 20 EET 3 33 


But, proſpetous gales bens has 
To waft her to the ſnore e 

With double joy ſurprifing, — 

Confirm the danger ort.. 
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An! why 2 — my flame 1 
Why needs my Damon bid me Mo, 
What all my actions prove? 


A bluſh whene'er. I meet didn © yr 


Whene'er I hear his name a OY Wks eff OR, _ 
Betrays my ſecret love. | GD HET 


* 5 3 13 n 

1 n 4 08 v4 51 485 r 1128 
In all their ſports che pl ain, 51 
197 71 


* 
4 


* 


And him alone approve; ; 


The reſt unheeded dance or play, 15 3 


* 14 1 


From all he ſteals my praiſe away, 
| And can he doubt my love? 


* Whene er 


( 239.) 
Whene'er we meet; my- looks confeſs 
The joys that all my ſoul poſſeſs, 
„ ev'ry care remove; 
Still, ſtill too ſhort appears his ſtay, 
The moments fly too faſt away, 


Too faſt for my fond love. 
Does any ſpeak in Damon 5 praiſe, #6 __ 4 
So pleas'd am I with all he ſays, PE 


: TI ev'ry word apptove ; #4 
But is he blam'd, although in jeſt, - 

I feel reſentment fire my breaſt, 

Alas 1 becauſe I love. 


4 *3 3 1 4 dy; 2 3 8 p 1 # 4% F 1 * an ; 1 
But ah! what tortures tear my heart, 


When I ſuſpect his logkg,unparts. *Þ 
The leaſt defire to rove; 

I hate tie maid that gives me pain, 

Yet him to hate I ſtrive in vain, 
For ah! that hate. is love. 


Then aſk not wang but read mine heart, 

Believe my bluſhes, truſt my ſighks 
My paſſion theſe will prove 

Words oft deceive, and ſpring from en 

The true expreſſions of my heart | 
To aa muſt be love. 
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Ax, if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet 
That ſcents the ambient air? 
Then afk each ſhepherd that.you mere. 1 

If dear Suſanna” s. fair. th Veel * 52 


Say, will the vulture quit his prey. = 
And warble through the _ 11 

Bid wanton hnnets quit the __ 11 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's lo 


The ſpoils of war let heroes = . 
Let pride iu ſplendor ſhines” © © 
Ye bards, utienyy'd laurels wear, es 
ee 8 
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Sung in the Caprrciovs Love 15 


WHEN late a fimple rue lab. 
I rov'd without conſtraint, 


A fiream was all my — 


And health my only paint. 


The charms I boaſt, (alas! how few!) 
1 gave to nature's care: 
wan, vice ne'er ſpoil'd their native hue, 


r could not want repair. 
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Tun world, my: das Min, ig fall of deceit, 


And friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching 
around, 

This ſource of content 1s ſo rare to > be found! 

Oh! friendſhip, thou balm, and rich ſweetner of 
_ life, 

Kind parent of caſe, and n of a 5 

Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 

But empty deluſions,” the yoys of an hour. 

How much to be priz'd and eſteem' d is a friend, 

On whom we may always with ſafety depend? 

Our joys when extended will always increaſe, 

And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace; 


When fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will appear, | 
Their kindneſs to offer and friendſhip ſincere; 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſ- 
treſs, 
No longer to court * they A y preſs, 


i 


| "cat. 
Sung in the Mau of the Oaxrs. 
| Cons ſing round my favourite tree, 
Ve ſongfters that viſit the grove ; 


*T'was the haunt of my ſhepherd and me, 
And the bark is a record of love. 


No IF Reclin-d 


I only with bluſhes reply'd, 
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Reclin'd on the turf, by my gde, 
He tenderly pleaded his cauſe ; 


And the nightingale fill'd up che pauſe, 


1 


COME haſte to the wedding, ye friends and ye 
neighbours, _ ö | 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer . : 


Forget all your ſorrows, your Care, and your lan | 


| bours, 
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to- day: ; 


Ve vot'ries all, attend to my call, 


Come revel in pleaſures that never can Moy. 


Come, ſee rural felicity, 
Which love and 1 innocence ever enjoy. 


Let envy, let pride, lethate and ambition, aol if 
Still croud to, and beat a at the breaſt of the 
mrs En ; | 
To ſuch wretched paſſions we give no Ron, 
But leave them alone to the wiſe-ones of ſtate ; 
We boaſt of no wealth, but contentment and 
health, 5 | 
In mirth and in friendſhip our moments em- 


. ploy , "pa 
Come, ſee rural felicity, &c. 
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wind reaſon we taſte of each heart-fiming plea - 
- Ware, 
With reaſon we drink of the full-flowing bowl; 
Are jocund and gay, but all within meaſure, 
For fatal exceſs will enſlave the free-ſoul.. 
Then come at our bidding to this happy wed- 
ding, 
No care ſhall intrude, here, our bliſs to annoy. 
Come, ſeo rural felicity, &c. 


GENT: 


O Greedy Midas, I've been told, 

That what you touch you turn to gold; oF 
Oh! had I a power hi ke thine, 
Fd turn whate'er I touch to wine. 


Bach purling ſtream ſhould feel my force, 
Each fiſh my fatal power mourn, 

And wond'ring at the mighty change, 
Should in their native regions burn. 


Nor ſhould there any dare approach, 
Unto my mantling, ſparkling vine, 
But firſt ſhould pay their rites to me, 
And ſtile me only god of wine. 


. 
1 
#1 y f 
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CCVI. 


FREE from noiſe, free from ſtrife, 
In a ſweet country life, 
I could wiſh to paſs all my days; 
Where innocence reigns, _ 
Flocks cover the plains, 
And birds ſweetly echo their lays... 


How contented they live, 

What joys they receive, 

Tho' nothing but ground for their floor; 
Juſt before the ſweet cot, 
So delightful the ſpot, 

Where jeſſamine grows by the door! 


How early they riſe, 
Tranſported with joys, 
So contented their days paſs along t 
And if juſtly combin'd, 
With a true heart and mind, 
To a wife whom all yirtues belorg, 


Tho' homely their food, | 
Their appetite's good, 
| Blooming health on their cheeks doth appear; 


Neither envy nor pride 
With them can reſide, 


But * ſhines thro! the year. 
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At ſun going down, N 
Their work being done, 
They're the happieſt people on earth; 
By the oak on the green 
Each couple is ſeen, 
With innocent paſtime and mirth. 


When harveſt is done, 
With a formal old ſong, - 
The jolly farmer among all the reſt, w_ 
He will laugh, drink, and ſay, | 
This is our holiday, 
With beef and good ale of the beſt... 


_ 


CCVII. 


WIILE beaus to oth the ladies write, 
Or bards to get a dinner by't. | | 
Their well-feign'd paſſions tell; 
Let me in humble verſe proclaim. 
My love for her who bears the name 
Of charming Kitty Fell. 
- Charming Kitty, lovely Kitty, | 3 
Oh— charming Kitty, Kitty Fell. 1555 


That Kitty's beautiful and young, 
That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, 
Alas! I knew full well: 
I feel, and I ſhall ever feel, 
The dart more ſharp than pointed ſteel; 
That came from Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty; &c. 


2 Of 
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Of late I hop'd, by reaſon's aid, 

To cure the wounds which love had made;, 
And bade a long farewel ; 

But t'other day ſhe croſs d the green; 

I ſaw, I wiſh I had not ſeen, 
My charming Kitty Fell, &c. 


L aſk*d why ſhe paſs'd that way? 
To church, ſhe cry'd—T cannot ſtay: 
Why, don't you hear the bell? 
To church—oh! take me with thee there, 
I pray'd : ſhe would not hear my prayer ;. 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell. 
Cruel Kitty Fell, &c. 


And now : find' tis all in vain, 

I live to love, and to complain, 
Condemn'd in chains to dwell; 
For tho? ſhe caſts a ſcornful eye, 

In death my fault'ring tongue will cry. 
Adieu! dear Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, cruel Kitty, 
Adieu-! e Kitty F ell. 


Coeur. 


Rall no more, ye learned aſſes, 
Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplios; 

Sound it's depth, and fill your glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies; 


Fil 


(a) 
Dill them higher till, and higher, ; Sun 
Shallow draughts perplex the brain; 


Sipping quenches all our fire, 
Bumpers light it up again. 


Draw the ſcene for wit and'pleaſure * 

Enter jollity and joy; 

We for thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly mirth is our employ: 

Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll the preſent hour engage; 

And when death ſhall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 


_ CCI. 


T a hearty good fellow, a ruby- nos'd ſot, 

Who yet never thought of on treaſon or plot; 

A good bottle that's mellow's the chief of my 
cares, 


And I guzzle each night till Im carry'd up ſtairs. 
For the tombs of the brave ones, the wealthy and 
wiſe, 


All the news that they tell us, is, under he lies; 
"Tis a hint that I like not, a trumpery tale, 
So I drown all the thoughts on't in flaggons of ale. 


They may call me ſot, blockhead, or den what 
they will; 


Zut if wealth, nor if titles, nor r wiſdom nor fcill, 
| Can 


Can their owners preſerve from a — or 
| - prieſt, | 
Why Plllive as Llike 3 it, all e a TY | 


On the leſſon of nature it is that I think, | 

For ſhe taught me to love, and ſhe taught me te 
_ erink ; a 

To my pleaſures, full power ſhe taught me to give, 

And II tick to her maxims as long as I live. 


Pve money good ſtore on't,and ſpend it I muſt; 
Be roaring and jolly, but honeſt and juſt, 
That cold in my coffin, my landlord may ſay, 
He's gone, and he's welcome, there's * nothing. | 


to pay. 


Cour 1 Eve with ane and he my love;. 

And we will all the pleaſures prove 
That vallies, groves, or hill, or field, 
Or wood, or ſteepy mountain yield, 
There will we fit upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks,, 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls 
Mclodious birds ſing madrigals, 
There will I make thee beds of roſes, . 
With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 


A cap of flowers, and a kirtle I 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle.. 


A gown: 
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A gown, made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold; 
With buckles of the pureſt gold. 


à belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 

With coral claſps, and amber ſtuds; _ 
And if theſe pleaſures. may thee move, 
Come hive with me, and be my love. 


Thy filver diſhes for thy meat, 
As precious as the gods.do eat, 
Shall, on an ivory table, be | 
Prepar'd each day for thee and me, 


The ſhepherd-ſwains ſhall dance and ſing, 
For thy delight each may- morning: 


If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, _ be my-love.. 


ccxl. 


Ir tis joy to wound a lover, 
How much more to give eaſe ; 
When his paſſion. we diſcover, 


Oh, how pleaſing tis to pleaſe ! 


This is doubly to encharm him; 
Makes him proud to be a flave ; 


What can more our worth inform him,, 95 


Than to heal the wounds we garef 8 


Thus che warrior fam'd in ſtory, | 
Leading captive through. the 257 

Juſtly merits double glory, | 
PEP treating thoſe that yield. 0 


CXIL, 


n 


SA. - 

_ Hapyy, harmleſs, rural pair, 
Void of jealouſy cr care, 
Emblems of the bleſs'd above, 
Sharing pure ſeraphic love 
By the brook beneath the ſhade 
Of the lofty poplar laid, 


Chearful ſtrains awake the grove,. bo 
Dulcet notes of peace andlove ! 


Say, ye proud, ye rich, ye 3 
Cireled round with noiſe and ſtate; 
Real pleaſures can ye prove! 

No, tis found in rural love.. 


- coxmt. 
Sung in ELTRID A. 
Har. to thy living light, 


Ambroſial morn j all hail thy roſeate ray, 
That bids gay nature all her charms diſplay. 
| In varied beauties bright ;: 
Away ye goblins all! 
Wont. the traveller to daunt, e 
Whoſe vagrant feet have trac'd your haunt, 
Beſide ſome lonely wall ! U 
| n ye elves, away, 
Shrink at ambroſial morning's living ray. 


. 1 | CCXIV.. 


CCXIV. 
FAIR is the ſwan, the ernie white, 


And fair the lily of the vale; 
The moon, reſplendent queen of night, 


And ſnows that drive before the gale 
In fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, Wet 
But fairer is my Iſabel. , | 


| Sweet the vyrlet, ſweet the roſe, | | 
And ſweet the mornin g breath of May : 
Carnations rich their ſweets diſcloſe, © 
And ſweet the winding woodbines ſtray ; 
In ſweetneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But ſweeter is my Iſabel, 


Conſtant the poets call the dove, 
And am'rous they the ſparrow call; 
Fond is the ſky-lark of his love, 
And fond the feather'd lovers all: 
In fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fonder I of Iſabel. 


ee. 
FAIRER than the op ning lilies, 


| Sweeter than the morning roſe, 
Are the blooming charms of Phillis : 
Richer ſweets does ſhe diſcloſe. 


Lon g 
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Long ſecure from Cupid's pow! * 
Soft repoſe had lull'd my breaſt, 
Till in one ſhort fatal hour 
She 2 Fd ſoul of reſt. 


Frem whoſe hafis I bleed and burn! 
Teach, O! teach, the maid to languiſh ?! 
Strike fair Phillis in her turn. | 
From that torment in her b reaſt, : 
Soon to pity ſhe'll incline, 
And, to give her boſom reſt, 
Kindlytheal the wound in mine. 


| — 
ccxv- 
CELIA hoard thy charms no more, 


Beauty's like the miſer's treaſure ; 
Still the vain poſſeſſor's poor, 
What are riches withont pleaſure ? 
Endleſs pains the miſer takes, 
To increaſe his heaps of money, 
Lab'ring bees his pattern makes, + 
Yet he fears to taſte his honey. 


Views with aching eyes his ſtore, 
Trembling left his chance to loſe it; 
Pining ſtill for want of more, 
Though the wretch wants power to uſe it, 
Telia thus, with endleſs arts, | 
Spends her days, her charms i improving, 
Lab'ring {till to conquer hearts, 
Yet ne'er taſtes the ſweets of loving. 
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Views with pride her ſhape and face, 
Fancying ſtill ſhe's under twenty. 
Age brings wrinkles on apace, 

_ While ſhe ſtarves with all "x plenty, 
Soon or late they ſoon will find 
Time their idol from them ſever; 

He muſt leave his gold behind, 
Lock'd within his grave for Eves. 


Celia's fate will ſtill be. worſe, 


When her fading charms deceive her, 4 


Vain defire will be her carſe 
When no mortal will relieve her. 
Celia, hoard thy charms no more. 
hBheauty's like the miſer's treaſure, 
LNaaſte a little of thy ſtore; 
What is beauty without pleaſure? 


q 
* 
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Bs | CCXVIL. 
| Sung in SOLOMON. 


TELL me, lovely ſhepherd, where 
Thou feed'ft at noon thy fleecy care: 
| Direft me to the ſweet retreat 

That guards thee from the mid-day heat; 
Leſt by thy flocks I lonely ſtray, 
Without a guide and loſe my way. | 
Where reſt at noon thy bleating care ? 
Geantle ſhepherd, tell me where. 


V OL. III. 2 CCXVII 
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a CCXVIIL. 


"Shop i in the Carniciovs Lovzn. 


FROM flow'r to flow'r, the butterfly 
O'er fields or gardens ranging, 
. Sips ſweetfrom each, and flutters by, 
And all his life 1s changing. 


Thus roving man new objects ſway, 
By various charms delighted : 
While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to-day, 
 To-morrow Mall be ans. 


CCXIX. 


(COME, Colin, pride of rural ſwains, 
O come and bleſs thy native plains; 
The daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud, 
The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


Come, Colin, come, O haſte away, 
* * Your ſmiles will make the village gay; 
When you return, the vernal breeze 
Will wake the buds, and fan the trees. 


Oh! come and ſee the violets ſpring,” 
The meadows laugh, the linnets fing ; 
Lour eyes our joyleſs hearts can cheer, 


O hae! and make us happy here. 
| 'S C XX, | 
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CCXX. 
Depend my heart, ye virgin pow'rs, 


From am'rous looks and ſmiles, 
And ſhield me in my gayer hours, 
From love's deſtructive wiles! 
In vain let ſighs and melting tears 
Employ their moving art, 
Nor may deluſive oaths and pray'rs 
E'er triumph o'er my heart. 


My calm content and virtuous joys © 
May envy ne'er moleſt ; | 
Nor let ambitious thoughts ariſe 
Within my peaceful breaſt !. 
Yet may there ſuch a decent ſtate, 
Such unaffected pride, 
As love and awe at once « reate, 
My words and actions guide ? 


Let others, fond of empty praiſe, 
Each wanton art diſplay, 

While fops and fools in rapture gaze, 
And ſigh their ſouls away: 

For other dictates I purſue, 
(My bliſs in virtue plac'd) _ 

And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer few, 
Who real worth can taſte. 


A 
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CCXxXI. 
Sung in the Ca RIC IoUSs LovERs. 
AGAIN in ruſtic weeds array'd. 
A ſimple ſwain, a fimple maid ; 


. Ofer rural ſcenes with j Joy we'll rove, 
By dimpling brook, or cooling grove, 


The birds ſhall ſtrain their little throats, 


And warble wild their merry notes, 


While we converſe beneath the bade. 
A happy ſwain, anc happy maid. 


The hand ſhall pluck, to grace my bow'r, 
The luſcious fruit, the fragrant flow'r; 
While joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new. 


Thy Phœbe kind, thy Colin true. 


CCXXIL. 
. in he Maſque / 8 


| As calms ſucceed when ſtorms are 22 


And ſtill the raging main; 
So Love will have its hour at laſt, 
And borrow ſweets from pain. 


No more we'll ſhun the face of day. 
Within theſe ſhades to mourn ; 5 

All joys with Alfred fled away, 
All meet in his return. 


* 
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ce xx. 


Ar the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtill, 


And mortals the ſweets of forgetfulneſs prove, 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the 9 s ſong in che 
grove; 
"Twas then, by the cave of the mountain reclin'd, 
A hermit his nightly complaint thus began; 
Tho? mournful his numbers, his ſoul was refin'd 
He thought as a ſage, tho? he felt as a man. 


Ahl why thus abandoned to darkneſs nn r 
Why thus, lovely Philomel, flows thy (ad ſtrain? 
For ſpring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow, 
And thy boſom no trace of misfortune retain : 
Yet if pity inſpire thee, oh ! ceaſenot the lay, 
Mourn, ſweeteſt complainer; man calls thee 
| to mourn; 
Oh! foothe him, whoſe 4 like mine paſs 
away, 


Full quickly they Paſs, but never return, 


New gliding remote on the verge of the ſky, 
The moon, half rr ar ea her creſcent 
diſplays; | 

But lately I mark'd, when majeſtic e on high 
She ſhone, and the planets were loſt in her blaze; 
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Roll on then, fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue 
The path that conducts thee to ſplendor again; 
But man's faded glory no change ſhall renew, 
Ah! fool to exult, in a glory ſo vain 


Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no more, 
: I mourn, but ye woodlands, I mourn not for you: 
For morn is. approaching, your charms. to reſtore, 

Perfum'd with freſh. fragrance, and glitt'ring 
=— with dew : 
Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn, 
Kind nature the embryo bloſſom ſhall fave ? 
But when ſhall ſpring viſit the mouldering urns 
Oh! when ſhall. it dawn on the night of the 
grave. 


— LY * 4 
—— — 


Ccxxtv. 
R BC ITATIVE. 


Twas at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, | 
(Where ſad deſpair and famine always dwells) 
| A meagre Frenchman, madam Granſire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd, his carcaſe that way took ;. 
Bending beneath the weight fam'd ſir-loin, 
On which in vain he of often with'd to dine; 
Good father Dominic by chance came by, 
Wich roſy gills, round paunch, qnd greedy eye; 


Who: 
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Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy” load... 
His benediction on it he beſtow' d; 8 
And as the ſolid fat his finger preſs'd, 
He lick d his chops, and thus the knight: 9 


; A 1 R. . 
CA lovely laſs to a Friar came, Sc.) 
O rare roaſt beef, lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 

When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 
Not all thy country's force combin' d., 

Should from my fury ſave thee. 


Renown'd fir-loin, oft times decreed, 
The theme of Engliſh ballad, 

On thee e' en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchmen's palate. 

Then how much doth thv taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, frog, and fallad. Pon, 


R E CITAT IV. 


Ahalf. ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 
Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen; 

Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood,. 
And gaz d with wonder on the Britiſh food 
His morning meſs forſook, {the friendly bowl) 
And in {mall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole, 

He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then, in plaintive tone, declared his grief. 


AIR. 


( 260 
PEG f R. 
' (Foot's Minuet. J 
Fh, facre Dieu! vat do I ſee: vonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite ? 


Begar it be de roaſt beef from Londre :. 
O! N me von Foe bite. 


But to my guts if you vive no heeding,. | 

And cruel fate dis boon denies, 

In kind compaſſion unto my pleading,. 
Return, and let me feaſtmy eyes. 


RECITATIVE. 


His fellow guard of right Hibernian clay, 
” (Whoſe brazen front his country did betray). 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had thither fled. 
By honeſt means to gain his daily bread ;_ 


- Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſcried,. 


I ES accents 282888 he cry'd. 


a 95 * 
{Ellen a "Roan. 


Sweet beef that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe; 
Sweet beef that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy ſight is, 
| My joy that ſo light is, 
x To view e by pailfuls runs out of * * 


While 
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While here I remain wy life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
Ah! hard hearted Louis, 
Why did I come to you ? 


The gallows, more kind, wou'd have fay'd me 
from ſtarving. 


* © TASTTT ING 


Upon the ground hard by, poor Sawney ſat, 
Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
But when old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 

His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide: 


With lifted hands he bleſs'd their native place, 
Then ſcrub'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe: * 


A 1 K. 
7 7 be broom of 0 1 


How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blythe of late, 
To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great. 


O the beef, the bonny, bonny beef, 5957 

When roaſted nice and brown, 
I wiſh L had a ſlice of thee, 

How ſweet it wou'd gang down. 


Ah, Sen. had'ſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 

I wou'd the de' el had pick d mine eyn, 
Pre I had gang d wi thee. 


_ RECITATIVEs 


( 26s ) 
nBCITAT ive. 
But ſee, my muſe, to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; * 


Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's 
\ throne, 


And whips, and eau and tortures are not 
known; 


Tho? Britain's fame * lofiier 3 woud ring, 
In me fable give me leave to 1 a 


"EEK 


As once on a a time, a young frog pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain. 


O the roaſt beef of old England,, 
And O the err rn roaſt beef! 


Then mm retching his weak little nk, 
Mamma, who ſtood by. like a nen old 


dame, 


Cried, ſon, to attempt it, you' re . to lune. 
| O the roaſt beef, dc. | | 


But, deaf to advice. he for 2 did wirt, 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till N and nn too hard, i 
burſt. 


ow o we aan beef ce. vp | 
; Then 
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Then Britons be valiant, the moral is clear, 
The ox is old England, the frog is Monſieur, 


Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we never need fear, 
O the roaſt beef, &c. | 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able, 
To ſee the fir-loin ane hot on the table, 


The French may e' en boaſt like the have wy in = 
fable. 


O the roaſt beef, Kc. 


ccxxv. 


Written by Mr. DIDI. A 
WHEN Yanco dear fight far away 
Some token kind me ſend; _ | 
One branch of olive, for dat ſay, 
Me wiſh de battle end. 


The poplar tremble, while him go, 
Say of dy life take care, 
Me ſend no laurel, for me kuow 


Of dat he find him ſhare. 


De ivy ſay my heart be true, 
Me droop, ſay the willow tree, 
De torn he fay me ſick for you, 
De ſun- flower, tink of me. 


| ( 24 ) 
Till laſt me go weep wid de pine, | 
For fear poor Yanco dead ; 
5 He come; and I de myrtle twine, 
I chaplet zor him bed. 


1 n 
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 COxXVE. - 
Wy 3 in the Cen * Vanres, 


IN my i native plains, 
Wing'd with bliſs each moment fle); 
Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, | 
Simple as the joys I knew: 
ocund morn and evening gay 
Claim'd the-merry foundelay. | | 


Fields ad flocks, and fragrant flow'rs. 
All that health and joy impart; 
Call'd for artleſs mufic's po- rs 
Faithful echoes to the heart! 
Happy hours for ever gay 
Claim'd the merry OT - 


But the breath of geniat ipring | 
Wazk'd the wide of the grove 7 
Who, ſweet birds, that heard you ſing, 
Wou' d not join the ſong of love! 
Your ſweet notes and — gay” 


Claim'd the NEE W 


CCXXVED 
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. 
Wirten by Mr. DiBDIx. 


T 'WAS not her eyes, though orient mines, 


— 


Can boaſt no gem ſo bright that glows; 
Her lips, where the deep ruby ſhines, 
Her cheeks that ſhame the bluſhing roſe; 


Nor yet her form, Minerva's mein, 
Her boſom white as Venus? dove, 
That made her my affection's queen, 

But *twas alone her filial love. 


— 
: 


'The ruby lip, the brilliant eye, | 
The roſy cheek, the graceful form, 


In turn for commendation vie, 


\ 


And juſtly the fir'd lover charm: 


But tranſient theſe—the charm for life, 
Which reaſon ſhall ne'er diſapprove, 

Which truly, ſhall inſure a wife, | 
Faithſul and kind, is filial love. 


CCXXVIII. ; 
Waar's ſweeter than the new-blown roſe,. 
Or breezes from the new-mown cloſe ? | 
What's ſweeter than an April morn, 

Or May-day's filver, fragrant thorn ? 

What than Arabia's ſpicy grove? 

Oh | ſweeter far the breath of love. 
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ccxx lx. 
Written by Mr. Dippin. 


fas life is like a troubled ſca, 
Where, helm a-weather or a-lee, - 
The ſhip will neither ſtay nor wear, 
But drives, of every rock in fear; 


All ſeamanſhip in vain we try, 
We cannot keep her ſteadily ; 
But juſt as fortune's wind may blow, 
The veſſel's toſticated to and fro: 
Yet, come but love on board, 


.* Our hearts with pleaſure ſtor'd, 


No ſtorm can overwhelm, 
Still blows in vain, 
The hurricane, 


; While he 1 is at the ome 
Ts 
Written by Sir WALTER RaLEICH, 


IF all the world and love were young, 
And truth in every ſhepherd's tongue, 


[Theſe pretty pleaſures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 
But time drives flocks from field to fold: 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh dumb, 
The reſt complain of cares to come. 
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6267) 
The flowers that bloom in wanton field, 
To wayward winter reckoning yield; 
A honey- tongue, a heart of gall, 
Is fancy's ſpring, but ſorrows fall. 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poſies, 

Soon break, ſoon. wither, ſoon forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reaſon rotten. 

Thy belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 

Thy coral claſps, and amber ſtuds ; 

All theſe in me no mind can move, 

To come to thee, and be thy love. 
What ſhould we talk of dainties then, 

Of better meat than's fit for-men? 

Theſe are but vain; that only's-good 
Which God hath bleſt, and ſent for food. 
But could you laſt, ie I aber; 
Had joy no date, and age no need; 3 r 
Then theſe delights 0 mind might move. 


To live with 550 | be 97 love. 
hk 8 IS 1 
cox. 


Written by Mr. Di3v1e. 
CURTIS was old Holge's wife, 


For virtue none was ever ſuch 
She led ſo pure, ſo chaſte a life, f 
Hodge ſaid twas vartue over much. | 


Aa 2 * Curtis 
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Curtis faid if men were rude, 
She'd ſcratch their eyes out, tear their hair ; 5 
_ Cry'd Hodge, I believe thou'rt wond'rous . 
However, let us nothing Nr, 
For ſays, &c. 7 L 


One night ſhe dreamt a den foot 
Be rude with her in ſpight would fain ; 
She makes no more, but with joint ſtool, 
Falls on her huſband might and main. 
Still ſays, &c. Vi. 


gf ve” time ſhe broke his noſe, 28 5 
e made ſhift to wake his wife; 
Prey dge, ſaid ſhe, judge by thele Gs 


I prize my vartue as my Hie. 
Still lays. __ ok 


'I 8 a rude man on me fell; : 
However, I his project marr'd: - _ 
Dear wife, cried Hodge, tis 5 0 well, . 
But next time dont hit quite ſo OS: 

For ſays, &c. play 


At ag of day Hodge croſs'd a ſtile, 
Near to a field of new-mown hay, 
And ſaw, and curſt his ſtars the while, 

Curtis and Numps 1 in am'rous Play. 
Was'nt J right, ſays Hodge, ſays he, . 
Great talkers you 15 leaſt ama 1 K 
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cCxxN. 
Written by Mr. Pa 10. 


Tur pride of ev ry grove 1 choſe, 
The violet ſweet, and lily fair, 

The dappled pink, and bluſhing roſe, 
To deck my charming Chloe's hair, 


At morn the nymph vouchſaPd to place, 
Upon her brow the various wreathe z _ 
The flow'rs leſs blooming than her face, 
The ſcent leſs fragrant than her breath. 


The flow'rs ſhe wore along the day; 
And ev'ry nymph and ſhepherd ſaid, 

That in her hair they look'd more gay 
Than glowing in their native bed. 


' Undreſt at ev? ning, when ſhe fouud 
Their colours Ioft, their odours paſt, 
She chang'd her look, and on the ground 

Her garland and her eye ſhe caſt, 


That eye dropt ſenſe diſtinct and . £2 
As any mufe's tongue could ſpeak; 
When from it's lid a pearly tear | 


Ran trickling down her beauteous check, 5 


. Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
My love, my life, ſaid I, explain, 


This change of humour; pr'ythee, tell, 


_ IN omg tear, what does i enn ? 
Aa 3 : She 


N ” 


She f gh'd, ſhe ſmil'd; and to the flow'rs. 
Pointing, the lovely moraliſt ſaid, 
| See, friend, in ſome few fleeting hours, 


See yonder, what a change is made 


Ah! mel the blooming pride of May 
And that of beauty are but one; 
At noon both flouriſh bright and gay, 

Both fade at ev'ning, pale and gone. 


At dawn poor Stella danc'd and ſung, 

The am'rous youth around her bow; . 
At night her fatal knell was rung, 

I ſaw, and'kifs'd her in her ſhroud. 


Such, as ſhe is, who dy'd to day, 
Such I, alas! may be to-morrow ; - 

Go, Damon, bid thy muſe diſplay 
The juſtice of thy Chloe's ſorrow. 


/ >. 
Written by Mr. DiBvpin. 


Ar a jovial meeting of gods once on high, 
-Ere Bacchus was hatch'd from old Jupiter's thigh, 
This one told his ſtory, and that ſung his ſong, 
And did what he could leſt the time ſhould ſeem | 
long. 


Apollo read verſes, the Graces wreath'd flowers, 
The Mules of harmony ſung forth the powers, 
Bully Mars crack'd was Joke, and ſly Momus his 
1 8 
. Vet their mir dhwanted ſomething to o give it a zeſt. 
Said 


? 


. 


Said Jove, our aſſembly to-day's pretty full, 
Vet, I don't know how tis, we are horridly dull; 
We have all the ingredients 25 mirth ſhould i in- 

ſpire, 


But ſome alay- born alloy ap- ourheavenly "a 


I have it—in this I'll a mixture incloſe 
Of all the delights whence good fellowſhip flows, 


And we'll taſte of its produce, for mirth* s bad at 
beſt 


When there's any ching wanting to give it a zeſt. 


So ſaying, ſo doing, he buried the ſhrine, 
Which quickly ſprung up in the form of a vine, 
The leaves broad and verdant, the fruit * and 

blue. 
Whence a juice flow'd, that health, love, or youth 
might renew. 


Its influence to feel, they came round it in ſwarms; 
Mars took draughts of courage, and Venus drank 
charms; : 


Momus _—_— bon mots, Cupid love—fo the 
re 


While Jove, epurning,neftar, en 18 hp 


-zeſt. 


L 


CCXXXIV. 


CN love be controul'd by advice, 


Can madneſs and reaſon agree? 
O Molly! who'd ever be wiſe, 


If madneſs is loving of thee ? : 


Let 


( 272 
Let ſages pretend todeſpiſe 
The joys they want ſpirits to taſte ; 


Loet me ſeize old Time as he flies, 
And the bleſſings of life white they laſt. 


Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares; 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy; 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey hairs, * 
— Toolate may repent being coy : 
Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay 
Till our beſt blood begins to run cold? 
Our youth we can have but to-day ; 
We may aer lind time to get old. 


cc xxxv. 1. 
Written by Mr. DisBpin. 
PooRk Orra tink of Yauko dear, 
Do he be gone for ever, 
For he no dead, he ſtill live here, 
And he from here go never. | 
Like on i ſand me mark him face, 


De wave come roll him over, 
De mark him go, but ſtill de place 
Pis eaſy to-diſcover. 
I ſee fore now de tree de flower, | 
He droop like Orra, ſurely, 
And den by'm bye dere come a ſhower, 
He hold him head up purely: 


And ſome time me tink me die, 
My heart ſo ſick, he grieves me, 
But in a lily time me cry 


Good deal, and dat relieve me. 
* COXXXVI. | 
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- CCXXXVI. 


WHILE others ſtrip the new-fall'n ſnows, 
And ſteal it's fragrance from the roſe, 

To dreſs their fancy's queen; | 
Fain would I ſing, but words are faint, 
All muſic's powers too weak to paint 

My Jenny of the green. 


Beneath this elm, beſide this ſtrem, 
How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite cheme, 
And told my tales unſeen! _ 
While, faithful in the lover's cauſe, 
The winds would murmur ſoft applauſe 
To Jenny of the green. _ 


- 


With j joy my ſoul reviews the day, 
When, deck'd in all the pride of May, ; 
She hail'd the ſylvan ſcene ; 


Then ev'ry nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 
Firſt ſtrove to catch the grace and caſe. 
Of Jenny of the green. 


Then, deaf to ev'ry rival's gh. 
On me ſhe caſt her partial eye, _ 
Nor ſcorn'd my humble mein ; 
The fragrant myrtle-wreath I wear, 
That day adorn'd the lovely hair 
Of Jenny of the * 


— 


Through 


Through all the fairy- land of love, 

I'll ſeek my pretty wand ring dove, 
The pride of gay fifteen ; 

Tho' now ſhe treads ſome diſtant plain, 

Tho? far apart I'll meet again, | 
My Jenny of the green. 


But thou, old Time, till that bleſt night 

That brings her back with ſpeedy flight, 
Melt down the hours between; 

And when we meet, the love repay, 

On loit'ring wing prolong my ſtay 

. With Jenny of the green. 


FAREWEI., ye green fields and ſweet groves? 
Where Phillis engag'd my fond heart ; | 
Where nightingales warble their loves, 

And nature is dreſs'd without art: 

No pleaſure ye now canafford, 
Nor muſic can lull me to reſt ; 

For Phillis proves falſe to her word, 
And Strephon can never be bleſt. 


- Ofi-times, by the fide of a OY 


Where roſes and lilies ap par, 
Gay Phillis of Strephon 5. ſing, 


For Strephon was all ſhe held E. 
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But as ſoon as ſhe found, by my eyes, 
The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, 
She then, to my grief and ſurprize, 
Prov'd all ſhe had ſaid was a jeſt. 
'Too late, to my ſorrow, I find, 
The beauties alone that will laſt, 
Are thoſe that are fix'd in the mind, 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt ; 
Beware, then, beware how ye truſt 
Copquettes, who to love make pretence : 
For Phillis to me had been juſt, 
If nature had bleſs'd her with ſenſe. 


— 


"— We 1 — 


c xxxviII. 


Cour, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks 
we muſt ſhear; 

In your holiday ſuits, with your laſſes appear: 

The happieſt folks are the guiltleſs and free; 

And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy as we?? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; 
We practice no arts with hypocriſy fraught: 
What we think in our e you my read in 

our eyes; 


For, knowing no falſehood, we need no diſguiſe. 


That giant, ambition, we never can dread, 

Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head: 

Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door: 

They ſmile with the ſimple, _ feed with the 
| Poor, 


When 
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When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal, 
Like the flocks that we feed, are : the ona we 
feel ; 


So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folks to deceive and betray. 


4 


: CCXXXIX, 
VE roſy-fac'd ſons of the rich purple juice, 
Attend to the carrol I now ſhall produce; 


What ſubje& ſo noble to chaunt o'er our bowls, 
As that which we know will make happy our ſouls 


To make me in love, and appear like an aſs, 

And kneel at the feet of each proud forward 17 
The goddeſs of beauty has long ftrove in vain, 
For love while P ve liquor ſhall ne er give me pain, 


At length quite enrag'd that a mortal like me 
Should laugh at her power and yet remain free, 
The urchin young Cupid ſhe bade quickly fly, 
And never return till he made me comply. 


The youth left Olympus to old England he came, 
Diſcover'd my haunts, choſe a dart, took his aim; 
But ere he had time to purſue his deſign, 

I plung'd him headlong in a hogſhead of wine. 
And now. there's an end of that troubleſome boy, 
The pleaſure of wine we may freely enjoy; 

Let Sol round the globe roll as faſt as he will, 
The bottle and glaſs ell keep up * him ſtill. 


7 


CCXL, 
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. 
Written by Mr:. DI BDIx. 


Who long for fruit forbidden ; 


Though *twere our bane, we cannot bear 


The leaſt thing from us hidden. 


But what we ſee will we believe, 
Though ill on ill we're heaping, 

Though to this day, from mother Eve, 

We've always paid for peeping. 


Thus curious girls, urg'd by their youth, 


'Thoughtleſs what they were doing. 


Have falſehood found diſguis'd like truth, 


And maſk'd like pleaſure, ruin 


Inftead of ſmiling who mult grieve, 
Whoſe joys are turn'd to weeping, 

And who, too late, like mocher Eve, 
Find they have paid for peeping. 


Should I to my deſires give way, - 
I may encounter ſorrow, 

And that I think a good to-day, 

May prove an ill to-morrow. 


Yet, cautious prudenze, by your leave, 


The ſecret's in my keeping; | 
I am weak woman, and, like Eve, 

Cannot refrain from peeping. 
Vor. III. B b 


Whrar naughty things we women are, 


CCXLI 


* 


» S ? 
" ' SHpeatRD, ceaſe your ſoft complaining, 


I've a heart that ſcorns diſdaining ; 
I no baſhful meanings want, 
EAll that virtue aſks ll grant. 


Down-caft looks, and frequent ſighing, 
+ Diſtant awe and vows of dying, 
All are ſenſeleſs, who'd believe 
5 Elle wou'd die, who ſtill may live? 


< CCXLIL q 
N | 5 as SHEPHERD, fly me; come not near me, f 


yy Reaſon's Voice I cannot hear ; 
Love betrays me, paſſion ſways me, 
For my heart tis time to fear. 


Doubts alarm me, wiſhes charm me, 
In a whirl my ſenſe is loft ; : 
All your ſuing leads to ruin; 
Say no more, or all is loft. 


Don't purſue me, *twill undo me, 
Hark ! *tis honour calls ! begone ; 
Leave me, leave me, looks deceive me, - 

In a moment 'm uhdone. 


'CCXLUL, 
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ccxLIII. 
Corp Ther faults remember, 


Forgetting ev'ry charm, 
Soon would impartial reaſon 
The tyrant Love diſarm. 


But when enrag'd I number 

_ Each failing of her mind, Os 

Love ſtill ſuggeſts her beauty,  _ * 
And ſees —while Reals d | 
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CAPS = Sung the Cui 


. 


WIN war's alarms entice my Willy Gain me, 
My poor heart with grief did ſigh; 
Each fond remembrance freſh ſorrows on 
me, 
"Woke ere yet the morn was nigh : 
No other could delight him ; 
Ah! why did J e'er ſlight him, 


_ Coldly anſwering his fond tale ; 
Which drove him far, amid the rage of war, 
And left filly me thus to bewail. 
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But I no longer tho? a maid forſaken, 
Thus will mourn like yonder dove, 
For e're the lark to-morrow ſhall awaken, 

I will ſeek my abſent love: 
The hoſtile country over 
I'll fly to ſeek my lover, 
Scorning every threat*ning fear 4 
Nor diſtant ſhore, -— - = 
Nor cannons raar, | 


Shall longer keep me from my dear. 


| . 8 
WE "Ty 8 
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Written by Mr. Disvis. 


E che courſe throng'd with gazers, che ſports 

" =. are begun, 

The confuſion but hear!— rl bet you, fir—done, 
done; 


Ten thouſand frange murmurs reſound far and 
near, 


Lords, hawkers, and . aſſail the tir*d ear. 
While, with neck like a rainbow, erecting his 


c creſt, 
Pamper'd, prancings, and pleas'd, hib head touch- 
| ing his breaſt, 


- Scarcely. ſnuffing the air, he's fo Pa, and elate, 
The high-mettled beer firit ſtarts for the plate. 


hy But 


. 
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Now Reyerd's turn'd us and 0 er hedge and ditch 
ruſh, 

Hounds, horſe, and 3 all hard at his bruſn; 

They run him at length, and they have him at bays | 

And by ſcent and by view cheat along tedious way 


While, alike born for ſports of thefield or the courſe, 

Always ſure to come thorough, a ſtaunch and fleet 
horſe : 

When fairly run down, the fox yields up bis lowed” 

The . racer is in at the death. 


Grown aged, uſed up, and turn'd out of the ad. 
Lame, ſpavin'd, and * buy. yet with 
| ſome blood, 
While knowing poſtilions his os Ee? trace, 
Tell his dam won this ſweepſtakes his fire gain'd 
that race ! | | * 
a £ 
And what matches he won to the oſtlers count o'er,» 
As they loiter their time at ſome hedge alchouſe 
door 
While the harneſs ſore galls, and the ſpurs his due. 
| goad, 


The high · mettled racer s a hack on the road. 


Till at laſt, "A labour'd, drudg'd, cry and 
late. 

Bow'd down by degrees, he bends on to his fate. 

Blind, old, lean, and feeble, he tugs raynd a mill 

Or draws ſand, tht the land of his han- glaſs ſtands 
Gill : | 
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And now, cold and lifeleſs, expoſed to the view, 
In the very ſame cart which he yeſterday drew, 


While a pitying crowd his ſad relicks ſurrounds, 
The high-mettled racer is fold for the hounds. | 


CCXLVI.. 


Wunx firſt I ſaw the graceful maid, 


Ah, me! what meant my throbbing break r 
Say, ſoft confuſion, art thou love? 
If love thou art, then farewell reſt. 


With gentle ſmiles aſſuage the pain 


Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create; 
And, though you may not love again, 
In pity, ah! forbear to hate. 


CCXLVII. 
Written by Mr. D1BDin. 


WHEN fairies are lighted by night's filver queen, 
And feaſt in the meadow, or dance on the green, 
My Lumkin aſide lays his plough and his flail, 


By yon oak to fit near me, and tell his fond tale. 


And though I'm aſſur'd the ſame vows were be- 
lie v'd 
By Patty and Ruth he forſook and deceiv'd, 


Vet, ſo ſweet are his ſwords, and like . ſo 


appear, i 
I pardon the treaſon, the traitor's ſo ew. 


* Il a 


. 
25 
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I faw the ſtraw bonnet he bought at the fair, 
The roſe - colour d ribbon to deck Jenny's hair, 
The ſhoe-ties of Bridget, and, ſtill worſe than this, 
The gloves he gave Peggy for ſtealing a kiſe. 


* 


All theſe did I ſee, and with heart-rending pain, 

Swore to part: yet I know, when J ſee him again, 
His words and his looks will like truth ſo appear, 
I ſhall pardon the treaſon, the traitor's ſo dear. 


CCXLVIII. 
Sung in Tou Jones. 
SWEET mercy is the lovelieſt flow'r 
That Heav*ne'er planted in the mind, 
The queen of virtue, whoſe ſoft pow'r 
Can e'en to godhead raiſe mankind. 


Let patr iots, kings, and heroes boaſt 
A name that will in hiſt'ry live; : 
Yet he reſembles heav'n the moſt, 


Whoſe god-like boſom can forgive. 


CCXLIX. 
| Sung in the CAMP. 


My Nancy leaves the rural train, 
A camp's diltreſs to prove; 
All other ills ſhe can ſuſtain, 

But living from her love: 


* 5 While 


V) 


Vet, monk tho your ſoldier's there, 
Will not your ſpirit fail ye, 

To mark the hardſhips you muſt ſhare, 
Dear Nancy of the Dale? 


Dear Nancy, &c. 


| Or ſhould you, love, each danger ſcorn, 
. Ah! how ſhall I ſecure 
| Your health—'mid toils which you were bes 
To ſooth - but not endure : Fx 0 
A thouſand perils I muſt view. 
A thouſand ills aflail; IN! 
Nor muſt I tremble e'en for you, | 
Dear Nancy of the Dale. 
4m” Dear Nancy, c. 
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Written by Mr. Di BDI. 


Cons, courage lai s, and drink away. 
A man upon his wedding day 8 
Ought rarely well his part to * N , 


At Stingo or October: 


For, who would be that ſtupid elf, © 
For whim, caprice, or love, or pelf, 
Or marry when he's ſober. | 


| Fo or madam's will at nothing ſtops, _ 
She muſt have balls and. routs and fops, 
And often ranſ: ck all the ſhops, 
In gay attire to robe her: 


; = Then 


* 


e 

Then drink the day you take a wife, 

As the laſt comfort of your life; 

For, ever after, noife and ſtrife, ; 
Are ſure to keep you ſober. FY 


CCLE. 
Sung in the WRDDIN G RING. 


WHEN firſt the youth his fears forſook, 
And that he lov'd I fondly heard, 

What ſweetneſs was in every look'! 
What eloquenence in ev'ry word! 


From her whole ſtore, to make me bleſs'd L 
Did fortune bid me chooſe, 
How gladly would I all the reſt, . 
For love W _ refuſe 4 ; * 


I᷑ feel my heart I can't tell how; 5 
- When Molly is on Sunday dreſt, 
On Sundays I can take no reſt. 


What can I do on working- days? 
I leave my work on her to gaze, 


What mall Fay ? at ſermons I - 
Forget the text, when Molly's by. 


. Good maſter curate; teach me how, 
Io mind your preaching and my Plough. * 
And if for this you'll raiſe a ſpell, 
1 | bes fat gooſe ſhall thank you well. 
* CCLIIE. 
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War do the bloom of ſpring is eme, 

And nature feels decay; 

Tho' winter now her garbs puts on, 
And caſts a gloom on day: 

Tho? ſilent ſtands the lazy hill, 
And mute the ſylvan throng ; -_ 

Vet Fanny's charms, unfading ſtill, 
Shall flouriſh in my ſong. 


Tho! no more on ſunny plains 

The ſhepherds ten@ their care, 

And each, in emulating 9 ; 

8 Forgets to praiſe his fai; 

1 unfrequented eV ry made bu 

—_ "Thateatch'd the vernal 3 

_ Yet Fanny's ſmiles (enchanting wald! J 
| Can charm me more than theſe. 


_ . When ſpring, 4 I varied beauty aa, 
= | oes all it's ſweets diſcloſe, | 
Compare the lily to her breaſt, 

. And to her lips the roſe: 
5 Her breaſt the lily's white outvies, 
Tho? whiteſt of the vale, + 
And to her lips (in Damon's eyes) 


The reddeſt roſe looks pale. 


No more ſhaft flow'rs bedeck the meads, 
Or birds frequent the ſprays; 
Or larks forſake their dewy beds, 


And hail the dawning-day: 


FP: 
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No more on yonder mountain's brow 
Shall bleating lambkins rove, 


And ſhe no more prove fair or true, 
When 1 _ to love. 


_CCLIV. 


Tas 8 ſun in rig luſtre bins, | 


May-morniag put it's beauties on 
The warblers ſung in livelier 5 | 


And ſweeter flow'rets deck'd the plains ; ; | 


When love, a ſoft intruding gueſt, 
That long had dealt in Damon's breaſt, 


Now whiſper'd to the 2 away! 
For this is nature's holiday. 


The tender impulſe wing'd his haſte; 
The painted mead he inſtant paſs' d, 

And ſoon the happy cot he gain'd, 

Where beauty ſlept, and Menc'd reign'd; 

Awake, my fair! (the ſhepherd cries) 

To new-borna pleaſure ope thine eyes; 
Ariſe, my Sylvia ! hail the May, 

For this is nature's holiday. 


Forth came the maid, in beauty _ 
As Pheebuz in meridianlight, 
Entranc'd in rapture, all gonfeſs'd, 
The ſhepherd claſp'd her to his breaſt; 
Then gazing with a ſpeaking eye, 

He ſnatch'd a kiſs, and Heav'd a figh ; 

A melting ſigh, and ſeem'd to ſay, 
Conſider yeuth's our holiday. 


— 


Ah, 
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Ah, ſoft, (ſhe ſaid) for pity's ſake ; 
What, kiſs one ere Pm well awake? 


For this ſo early came you here ? 
And hail you thus the riſing year ? 


Sweet innocence! forbear to chide, 


We'll haſte to joy, (the ſwain reply'd;) 
In pleaſure's flow'ry fields we'll ſtray, 
And this ſhall be love's holiday. 


A crimſon glow warm'd o'er her cheek, 
She look'd the things ſhe dar'd not ſpeak ; 
Conſent own'd nature's ſoft command, 
And Damon ſeiz'd her trembling hand: 
His dancing heart in tranſports play'd, 


F To church he led the bluſhing maid ; | 


Then bleſs'd the happy morn of May, 


And now their life's all holiday. 


0 


- 1 


— 


cv. 


SWEET, bud! to Laura's boſom go. 


And live beneath her eye; 


There, in the ſan of beauty blow, 


Or taſte of heaven and die. 


Sweet earneſt of the blooming year, 
- Whoſe dawning beauties ſpeak 


| The budding bluſh of ſummer near, 


The ſummer on her check. 


Beft emblem of the nymph I love, 
Reſemhling beauty's morn, 

To Laura's boſom haſte, and prove, 
One roſe wihout a thorn. * 
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O Sing unto my roundelay, 
O drop the briny tear for me; 
Dance no more on holiday; DF 
Like a running river be. 
My love is dead, 
Gone to his death-bed, 
All under the willow tree! 


Black his hair as winter night; 
White his ſkin as ſummer ſnow ; 
Red his face as morning light ;— 


Cold he lies in the grave belowt 
My love is dead, c. 


Sweet his tongue as throſtle's note; 
Quick in dance as thought can be; 
Deft his tabour; cudgel ſtout;— 
O he hes by the willow tree! 
VM.Iy love is dead, &c. 


Hark! the raven flaps his wing, 
In the briered dell below; 
Hark! the death-owl loud doth ſing 
To the night-mares as they go. 
My love is dead, &. 


See, the white morn ſhines on high; 
Whiter is my true-love's ſhroud } - 
Whiter than the morning ſky ! 2 

Wmhiter than the evening cloud! 


My love is dead, &c. 
Vote Ji. 4 | Here 


tw) 


| Here, upon my true-love's grave, 


Shall the barren flowers be laid ;— 
Not one holy ſaint to ſave 
All the ſorrows of a maid ? 


My love is dead, &c. | 3 


With my hand I'll plant the briars, 
Round his hallow d corſe to grow; 
Elf and fairy light your fires, 
Here my body ſtill ſhall be. 
My love is dead, &c. 


Come with acorn cups and thorn, 
Drain my heart its blood away; 
Life and all its goods [I ſcorn, 
Dance by night, or feaſt by day. 
My love is dead, & c. 


Water-witches, crown'd with reeds, 
Bear me to your deadly tide; 
I die—I come---my true love waits--. 


Thus the damſel oy and died! 


Cu. 
Ablku ſweet Avon gentle ſtream! 


That in majeſtic ſilence flows, 
Where oft the muſe has choſe a theme 
That ſorrow's deepeſt tints diſcloſe, 


* 


Adieu, ſweet Avon! gentle ſtream 


+ Where trees protraſted form a ſhade, 


Excluding Sol's intenſeſt beam, 


When o'er thy banks my feet have . 
dieu, 


„ 


Adieu, ſweet Avon! gentle ſtream! 
Where many a fragrant flow'ret blows, 

Where oft ſome viſionary ſcheme 

Hath lull'd my ſorrows to repoſe ! 


Ah! who can tell the ſweets that bloom 
Along thy margin's verdant fide ? _ 
Or count the roſes that perfume 
The gale that blows o'er Avon's dude 25 


Ve hills, ye vales, with umbrage crown d. 
So far beyond my view outſpread, 
Where many a graceful villa's found, 
And many a turret rears it head. 


Twas not from you afliction found. 
Relief in forrow's penſive hour, 
But in the ſilent ſcenes around, 
That deck ſweet Avon's lovely bower! 


Adieu, ſweet Avon! gentle ſtream! 
Accept the muſe's grateful lays; 1 
For many a ſoft enchanting dream 
From thee deriv'd, deſerves my praiſe l 


CCLVIII. 
mu b R. B. Sukkfpax, Eſq. 


UnNcovurai is this moſs-cover'd grotto of ſtone, 


And damp is the ſhade of this dew-dripping tree; 
Yet I this rude grotto with rapture will own, 


And, willow, thy damps are refreſing to me. 
C0 2 | For 
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For this is the grotto where Delia recln'd, 
As late I in ſecret her confidence ſought ; 
And this 1s the tree kept her ſafe from the wind, 
As bluſhing ſhe heard the grave leſſon I taught. 


Then tell me, thou grotto of moſs-cover'd ſtone, - 
And tell, me thou willow with leaves dripping dew, 


Did Delia ſeem vex'd when Horatio was gone? 
And did ſhe confeſs her reſentment to you? 


Methinks now each e as you're OE it, 
tries 
To whiſper a cauſe for the ſorrow I feel; 
To hint how ſhe frown'd when I dar'd to adviſe, 
And ſigh'd when ſhe ſaw that I did it with zeal. 


True, true, filly "RE ſo ſhe did, I allow ; 3 
She frown' d, but no rage in her looks could I 

| _ fees 

She frown'd, but reflection had clouded her brow z 

She figh'd, but perhaps *twas in pity to me. 


Then wave thy leaves briſker, thou willow of woe; 
I tell thee, no rage in her looks could I ſee; 

I cannot, I will not, believe it was ſo; 

She was not, ſhe could not, be angry with me. 


For well did ſhe know that 4 heart meant no 
. wrong ; 
It ſunk at the thought of but giving her pain: 
But truſted its ta ſk to a faltering tongue, 
Which err'd from the feelings it could not ex- 
. plain. 1 


Vet 
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Vet, oh! if indeed I've offended the maid; 
If Delia my humble monition refuſe; 


Sweet willow, the next time ſhe viſits thy ſhade, 
Fan gently her boſon, and plea my excuſe, 


And thou, Bon grot, in thy arch mayꝰſt preſerve 
Two lingering drops of the night- fallen dew ; 
And juſt let them fall at her feet, and they'll ſerve - 

As tears of my ſorrow intruſted to you. 


Or left they unheeded ſhould fall at her feet, 

Let them fall on her boſom of ſnow; and Iſwear 

The next time I viſit thy moſs-cover'd ſeat, 
I'll pay thee each drop with a genuine tear. 


So may'ſt thou, green willow, for ages thus toſs 
Thy branches ſo lank o'er the ſlow-winding 


ſtream ; 
And thou, ſtony grotto, retain all thy moſs, 
While yet there's a poet to make thee his theme, 


Nay more---may my Delia ſtillgive you her charms, 

Each evening, and ſometimes the WR" evening 
long ; 

Then, grotto, be proud to ſupport her wh te arms, 


Then, willow, wave all thy e tops to her 
N 


CCLIX, 
Sung in the Ca ur. 
| Tux f fife and drum ſound merrily - 


A ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me; 
With my true love I ſoon will be, 
FP or who ſo kind, ſo true as he, 
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With him in ev'ry toil I'll ſhare. 
To pleaſe him ſhall be all my care, 


Each peril I'll dare, 
Alt hardſhips I'll bear; 


For a older, A ſoldier's the lad for me. 


: . 7 : Fhen if kind Rae preſerve my love,) | 
What rapturous joys ſhall his Nancy prove; 
Swift thro? the camp ſhall my footſteps bound, 


To meet my William with-conqueſt crown'd, 
Cloſe to my faithful boſom. preſt, 


Soon ſhall he huſh his care to reſt. 
Claſp'd in theſe arms, 
Forget wars alarms, 


For a ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me. 


Big 5 ccLx. 


' FAREWEL toold England, thy white clifs a Neu, 
Can the gale be auſpicious that _— me from 
| vou? ” | 
Tho' oceans divide me as 1 as fi pole, 
No diſtance can change the true love of my ſoul; 
As well might my meſſmates determine to bale, 
All the waters that fill up old Neptune's great 
| Ry 
As divert my | firm mind flow i its fond thought ow 
=: vou; 

Fare wel to * 4 England, dear Mary a adieu. | 


— 


Dear 
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; Dear Mary, adieu! can that love go to wreck, 


Where ev'ry plank bears your ſweet name on the 
deck ? 


" Nay, many love-knote on the top I have made, 
While guiltleſs my ſhipmates at chequers have play'd 
Their ſports are no paſtime, but ſorrow to me, 
My mind is more happy, in ſighing to thee ; 
More happy, by far, when I'm thinking of you, 
For the hope of return takes the ſting from adieu ! 


Ves, the hopes of return's all the joy of a tar; 

*Tis his compaſs, his helm ; 3 his guide and his 
ſtar ; 

Tis impreſs'd on his boſom the moment hs 8 


It ſhortens long 9 and it quickens light ä 
gales: 


The dull midnight watch it ſends kmping away, 

And dawns a new hope on his mind wah the 
day ; 

With rapture it makes his affection to 8 

And changes, adieu! into welcome return. 


8 
Tur ponderous cloud was black and low, 
And ſail'd majeſtically low, _ 
Red lightning ſcorch'd the ground ; 
Tremendous, now, the thunder rolls, 


As if it would have riv'd the poles, 
And torrents pour around. 
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No ſhelter high, to ſhield my head, 


Along the champaign ſwift I fled, 
Before the opening ſkies ; . 


Till from the weſt a gale aroſe, 


Diſpers'd the cloud, the welkin glows, 
And vernal ſweets ariſe. 


1 reation ſeem'd as new awake, 


19 From every dingle, buſh, and brake, 


E' en from the very ſod ; 


The feather'd race their throats eſſay, | 


Who ſhall ſalute, in ſongs moſt gay, 
'The wonder-working God. 


5 Aſham'd, that thoſe of leaſt efteem : 
1005 Should praiſe the pow'r alone e, | 


I crav'd to be forgiven : 


Straight, like the little grateful throng, | 
I, jn an unaffected ſong, 


Addreſs'd my voice to heaven. | 


ccrxn. 


Ta AT all men are re beggars we olaioly may ſee, 
For beggars there are of ev'ry degree, 


Tho' none are ſo bleſs'd or ſo happy as we, 


Which nobody can deny, deny; which ir 
can deny. 


The tradeſman he begs that his wares you would 


buy, 


| Then begs you'd believe the 5 price is not high, 


And ſwears *tis his trade, when he tells you a lye, 


Which nobody can deny, &c. 
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The lawyer he begs that you'd give him a fee, 
Tho' he reads not your brief, or regards not your 
plea, 


But adviſes your foe how to get a decree. 
Which nobody can deny, &c. 


The courtier he begs for a penſion or place, 
A ribband or title, or ſmile from his grace, 


Tis due to his merit, *tis writ in his face. 
Which nobody can deny, &c. 


But, if, by miſhap, he ſhould chance to get none, 
He begs you'd believe that the nation's undone 


There's but one honeſt man, 0 himſelf is that 


One. 


Which nobody dare deny, &c. 0 
The fair one ſhe labours whole mornings at home, 


New charms to create, and much paint to con- 


ſume, 
Yet begs you'd believe, tis her natural bloom. 
Which nobody ſhould deny, &c. 


The courtier he begs the dear nymph to comply, 


She begs he'd be gone; yet with gui eye 


Still begs he would ſtay, for a maid ſhe can't die. 
Which none but a fool can deny, deny; which 
none but a fool can deny. 


Ml 
— * — 


CCLXIT. 


WIEN Fanny to woman .s growing apace, | 
The roſe-bud beginning to blow in her face, 


"= | For 
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For mamma's PR precepts ſhe cares not a jor, 
Her heart pants for * ſhe cannot * 
what. 


No ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 

Than among the gay vouth a tyrant the reigns, 

And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 

Her heart pants for ſomething ſhe cannot "ll 
what. 


Tho- all day in ſplendour ſhe flaunts it n 
At court, park and play, the ridotto and rout; 
Tho' flatter'd, and envy'd, ſhe pines at har lot, 


Her heart pants for * cannot tell 
what. 


A touch of the hand, or a glance of che eye, 
From him ſhe likes beſt, makes her ready to die; 
Not knowing tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, 

Her heart pants for ſomething—ſhe cannot tell 

Ve fair take advice, and be bleſs'd while you may, 
Each look, word and action, your wiſhes betray ; 
Give eaſe to your hearts by the conjugal knot, 

8 Tho they pant eber ſo much you wil ſoon know 
| for what, | 


- Ee — — 


N 


RING the bell, and fill the bowl, 
Wine inſpires the jovial ſong ; 
Care ſhall never dare controul, 

Wille liquor can our mirth prolong, 


Come, 


— 
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Come, ye youths, who ſigh and pine 
For ſome ſilly fickle fair; 


Come, and drown in ſparkling wine, 
All yourtolly, all your care. 


Ye wretches on whom fortune frowns, 
- Whom duns and creditors beſet, 
Good ftore of wine will trouble drown, 


Come drink yourſelves quite out of debt. 


Ye huſbands who have ſcolding wives, 
Come here and leave the ſhrews at home; 
With Comus lead more happy lives, 

Come, haſte away, O! prithee, come. 


CCLXV. 


Bz twih'a, ye -Gieet birds, and. forbear your 
ſhrill notes, | 

Nor deign ſuch a clamour to keep; * | 
But ſtop a few moments, and reſt your ſoft throats, 
For here hies a goddeſs aſleep ! | 


Keep off, ye pert flies, from the cheek of my 
fair, 


And let her contentedly lays : 


For, if you preſume to alight on her face, 
« You'll wake her as ſure as tis day!“ 


3 gods! ſend young Cupid to bide at her feet, N 
Let the graces adorn her iweet head! 


Let the pleaſanteſt dreams make her llumbers com- 
plete, 


And angels keep guard o'er her head. 


. CCLXVI. 
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CCLXVI. 


im by Mr. NicnoLs, 


Wear wie ok fre 8 when of age 
I poſſeſs'd, 
; Then I laugh'd at dull precepts, L drank and I 
dreſs'd; 
A ſtranger was I unto ſorrow: 1 
As wind ſpreads the duſt, ſo my gold fled before me, 
My fellows pretended to love and adore me; 
I never once thought of to-morrow. 


The good rules of my granam entirely forgot, 

I was firſt at confuſion, the beſt at-a plot, 
And oft wrought the innocent ſorrow : 

'The bold miſtreſs, the virgin, to me were om 
| __ ſame, | 
Tho! repulſed to-day, *twas to me lawful game, : 

1 f. perchance, they preſented to-morrow. 


To maſks, balls, and plays, I —_ frequently 
treat ; 
My companions commended a ſpirit ſo great, | 
And oft? condeſcended to-borrow ; 
Like a lad of high mettle, I lov'd to be free, 
I lent them my money and credit with glee, 
Ave ne'er Joſt a = thought on ee moro. 


— 


| „ 5 
The girls of the town ſhar'd my bounty profuſe ; 
The tavern-men bow'd as I paſs'd to their ſtews 3 
On this I refle& with much ſorrow : 
Oh! could J regain what I've ſquander'd on theſe, _ 


My purſe would be full, and my boſom at eaſe, 
With contentment in ſtore for to-morrow. 


At the cock -pit and turf I've been often careſs'd 
By the high-titled knave with a ſtar at his breaſt; 
Their meanneſs has brought me to forrow : : 
The juſtice and curate have fed at my board, 
But now not a dinner theſe harpies afford; 
O had I ta'en care for to-morrow. 


Ve rakes take the hint, for dame fortune is blind _ + - 
Give o'er your purſuits whilethe.deity's kind, 
In truth *twill preſerve youffom forrow : 
The wretches who. help you to ſquander away, 
Will ſmile on your folly, and greet you to- . 
But paſs you unnotie d do- morrow. 
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Or all the things beneath the ſun, 2, 
To love's the greateſt curſe: | 

If one's deny'd, then he's undone ; 
If not, tis ten times worſe. 

Poor Adam, by his wife, tis known, 
Was trick'd ſome years ago; _ 

But Adam was not trick'd alone, kh 4 
For all his ſons were ſo. 


Vor. III. Dd. 


% 
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3 the 8 fools are made, 
When they their -pyanphs purſue, 
Which they will ne*er believe, till wed, 

But then—alas! tis true: 


=. 


They beg, they pray, and they — 


Till weary'd out of life; | 


And pray, what's all this trouble for ? 


Why, ys for a wiſe, 


How poora thing $2 nien ſot, 
Who ſighs in greateſt need, 

For that which, ſoon as ever got, 
Does make him ſigh indeed! 


Each maid's an angel whilſt ſhe's woo'd, ö 


But when the wooing's done, 


"The wife, inſtead of fleſh and blood, 


e e but a bone. 


Ils, more or leſs, in FORE life, 
No mortal man can ſhun; _ 


But when a man has got a wife, 


He has them all-in one, 
The liver of Prometheus 


A gnawing vulture fed ; 
A fable, that the thing was thus, 
7 he poor old man was wed. 


— 


| A wiſe, all men of learning know, 


Was Tantalus's curſe ; 0 
The apples which did _ him 8 
Were ace but & 1VOrCce, 
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Let no fool Aa that to his are, 
A better wife did fall; 

They're all the ſame, faith, to a hair, 
For they are women all. 


When firſt the ſenſeleſs empty nokey, 
With wooing does begin, 
Far better he might beg the ſtocks. 
That they would let him in. 
Yet for a lover you may ſay, 
He wears no cheating phiz ; 
Tho' others looks do oft . | 
He looks like what he is. 


More j Joys a glaſs of wine Joth give 
(Wife take him that gainſays ; 


Than all the wenches, ſprung from Eve, | | 


Ere gave in all their days. 
But come, to lovers here's a glaſs, 
Got wot, they need no curſe ! 
Each wiſhes he may wed his laſs ; 
No ſoul can wiſh.him. worſe. 


CcLXVIII. 


Wu ſleeps my foul | my love ariſe! 


- Heav'n now wakes with all it's eyes; 
All nature's up togaze on you, 

Her ſole delight and glory too: 
Awake to hear thy lover's lay ; 
Ariſe, my fair, and come away. 


Dd 2 


The 


= + 
W 
: 8 * 


” : - 
* : 
F * = * ö 
. * \ . 


(3 


The flent moon full-orb'd now reigns, 
And ſilver ſhews the hills and plains, 
That fragrant yield their rich perfume ; "WB 
Conſpiring, all invite to come; 

Then why, my love, is this delay! & 
Ariſe, my fair, and come away, 


The flowers ſend forth their choiceſt ſweets. 
No ſan difturbs with ſultry heats ; K 
Theſe, alone, are hours to prove 

All the joys of peace and love. 


No longer, then in bliſs delay z - nl 


But riſe, my ſair, and come away. 


For, Nancy, when thou art not near, 

In vain do all theſe ſweets appear; . 
No powr'ful charms can they impartt. 
To pleaſe the ſenſe, or eaſe my heart: 

In pity, then, no longer ſtay; _ + 

But . my fair, and come W 


. : ; \ 


*CCLXIX, 


Tas my, and the bluſhing roſes: 
To many give delight; 
But not a flower on earth that grows, 
Is half ſo bright a fight, | | 
As lovely women, 
Charming women {hes 
Pleaſing, teizing 
Heav'nly women. e 


* 


— 


6 


Pray what makes cowards brave and bold, 
Or what gave poets birth? _ 

Or what makes people fond of gold, 
Or plexſure dwell on earth? ? 


Fre e Fame ae, cc. by 


o 


When men are ſore oppreſy/d with grief, 
And roam in ſearch of peace; 
There's nought can give ſuch ſure relief, 

And make their torments ceaſe. 


Such pow'r have women, a 


Then, fince the fair give ſuch delight, 
Aloud reſound their praiſe; | 

For who can view the gloriqus ght, Te 
And not their voices raiſe. 


ay: To lovely x women, &es 


ce. 


— 


* yitten by Mr. LEM op N E. 


WutLs others, on pleaſure? 5 ſoft. boſom. re. 


clin'd, - | . 

Seek rapt” rous joys 8 5 
Let me picture happineſs far more reid, 

When beauty and innocence reign. 25 
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Peace, order, and harmony, boeh invite 


Tho' more than eackiatinent poſſeſſes her voice ; 


( 306 ) 


. My Laure' g the ſpot where thoſe jewels unite, 


In her ev ry virtue's diſplay'd ; 


All eyes to adore the fair mai. 


* 
- 


Tho' angelic beauties encircle her face; 
Tho? her eyes arc the index of love; 

'Tho? her delicate features diſplay ev'ry nes, 8 
And her ſhape would an anchorite move: 


' Tho? her tongue ſoft perſuaſion can boaſt ; 

Tho' her outward: perfections make nature re. 
"JOICH> - » 

And pale envy conſume to a ghoſt : 


Yet her mental attractions no pen can unfold; 
No tongue can her virtue diſplay ; 
Deſcription, tho” glowing, * lifeleſs and. 
FF 
And fails her leaſt worth to diſplay, 


Good-humour eternally reigns o'er her mind,. 
Which brightens the charms of her face: 

Whilſt wit, void of malice, by reaſon ref d. 
Enlivens each e * 


GCSE 


— 


CCLXXT. 


Lies i ke a hip 3 in conflant motion, 
Sometimes high and ſometimes low, 
Where ev'ry ane muſt brave the ocean, 
Whatſoever wind may blow: 

5 8 


If 


1 
If unaſſail'd by ſquall or ſhower, 

Wafted by the gentle gales; 

Let's not loſe the fav ring hour, 

While ſucceſs attends our fails. 


Or, if the wayward winds ſhould bluſter, 
Let us not give way to fear; 
But let us all our patience muſter, 
And learn from reaſon, how to ſteer: 

Let judgement keep you ever ſteady, 
_ *Tis a ballaſt never fails; 

Should dangers riſe, be ever ready 
To manage well the ſwelling fails. 


Truſt not too much your own opinion, 
While your veſſel's under way, 
Let g od example bear dominion, 
That's a compaſs will not ftray : 


When thund' ring tempeſts make you ſhudder, | 


Or Boreas on the furface rails; 
Let good diſcretion guide the rudder, 
And providence attend the ſails. 


TOM when you're ſafe FS danger, I 
In ſome welcome port or bay; 

Hope be the anchor you confide in, 
And care awhile enſlumber'd lay : 

Or when each cann's with liquor flowing, 
And good fellowſhip prevails ; 

Let each heart with rapture glowing, | y 
Drink. ſucceſs unto our fails. - 


— 
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49 A Wir 5 
Soy in the 1 ; 9 
Ox Entick's green meadows where innocence 


5 5 reigns, 


here pleaſure 2 freely aud plenty preſide - 


A with the maidens and pretty young ſwains» | 


And Ralph fancied ſoon he ſhould call me his 
bride: 
When I firſt heard the drum with. 2 row Joy dow, 
with a row dow dow, Or 
Wich a row dow dow, its muſic was  Freeter than s 
ſoft ſerenade ; 


I ſcorn'd all the ſwains for the 5 row * dow, 


I figh'd for the * with ſmart zockade, 7 


The firſt Leer ue be 7 o'er our geen 
His men all behind him, by two and by two, 


Such a ſight in our village had never been ſeen, 


The men all in ranks were drawn out to our 
View :. | 


When firſt 3 drum N 2 row. dow dow, 
Young Cupid awaken d, ſuch buſtle he made; 


My heart beats a march, with a row dow dow, 


And went o'er ode aptain with ſmart cockade. 


une took his fancy, he fvore at my feet i 
All his laurels he'd lay, if Id give him my 
hand; 5 

No 1 could refuſe: A young 33 ſo ee : 

To the church then I march'd at the word. of 
command ; 


* - 
= 
8 3 
- * — . 
. 
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Now I follow the drum with a row dow dow, 
Nor Cer have repented the vow that I made; 
No muſic to me like the row dow dow, 
Nor a youth like the captain with ſmart cockade. 


4 A, TY v N 7 
3 1 . 
ä : * 
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ALL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find! 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, ; 
If my ſweet William ſails among your crew ? 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Reck'd by the billows too and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard. 
le ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below; 
The ropes ſlide ſwiftly through his glowivg hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, _ 

If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into his neſt ;— 

The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 

Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


4 


0 Sufary 


„ 

O Suſan! Suſan! lovely dear, 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 

- Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again: 


Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart | hal beg, 
The faithful compaſs that {till points to tiee, # 


Believe not what the landſmen ſay, - 
Who tempts with doubts thy conſtant mind, 
They'll tell thee, ſailo s, when aways 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find : 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell you 0 | 
For thou art preſent whanaſoe! er [ 80. | 


Tf to fair India s coaſt we ſail, 
Tuine eyes are ſeen in Wmonds bright z * 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale, 
Thy fin is ivory ſo white: 
Thus ev' ry beauteous object chat I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho? battle calls me from thy arma, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; _ 


'Tho?. cannons roar, vet ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return : 


Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears would drop from Seen 14:2 . 


The boatſwain gave che dreadful 8 "7 
The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer ſhe muſt ſtay on board, 

They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd, he hung his gs © 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land, 
Hey © | ſhe cried, and wav'd her lily hand. 
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CCLXXIV, 


F? Written dy W. Jason. . 
PL IME has not thinn'd my flowing hair, 
Nor bent me with his iron hand ; 
Ah! why ſo ſoon the bloſſom tear, 

Ere Autumn yet the fruit demand? 


Let me enjoy the cheerful day, 

Till many a year has o'er me roll'd ; ., 
Pleas'd let me trifle life away, 

And ſing of love ere I grow old. 


CCLXXV. 
NIGHT and day the anxious lover, 
Is attentive to the fair, 


Jill the doubtful courtſhip? s overs. ; 
Is ſhe then ſo much his care ? 


Warm as ſummer his addreſſes, 
Hope and ardour in his eyes; ; 
Cool as winter his careſſes, 
When ſhe yields her captive prize, 


Now the owner of her beauty, 
Sees no more an angel's face; 

Half is love, the reſt is duty, 
Pleaſure ſure is in the chace. 


ct 
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CCLXXVI. 


Ant Delia tee the fatal hour, 4 
Farewell my ſoul's s delight; 5 
But how ſhall wretched Damon live, 
Thus baniſh'd from thy ſight; 
To my fond heart no rival joys, 
Supply the loſs of thee; 
But who can tell if thou my dear, 
Will e'er remember N 


Alone thro? u ed wilds, 
With penſive ſteps I roam; Fs 
I aſk the rocks, I aſk the ſtreams, 9 

Where dwells my abſent love? 

The ſilent eve”, the roſy, morn, ' 
My conſtant ſearch ſurvey; 

But who can tell if thou my dear, 

Will cer Temember me. 


oft Pl review the failing. ſcene, 
Each fav'rite brook and tree; 
Where gaily paſs'd the happy hours, 
Thoſe hours I've paſs'd with thee : 
What painful fond memorials riſe, 
From ev'ry placeI ſee: © | 
But who can tell if thou my dear, 
Will eber W me. 


* 
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CCLXXVII. 


ONx day as I fat with a blooming young laſs, 
In came jolly Bacchus, the roſy fac'd god ; 
He held out his hand and he gave me a glaſs, 
I toſs'd it off quickly and gave him a nod: 
Said he, jolly mortal, fince life's but a ſpan, 
Enjoy both your bottle and laſs while you can. 


He fat himſelf down and cal?d for a tun, | 
A tun of good wine, it was ſparkling Cham- 


paigne 
And ſwore I ſhould drink while the liquor wou'd 
run, 


He fill'd, and I drank, and he fill'd it again, 
And aid, jolly mortal, fince life's but a ſpan, 
Enjoy both your bottle and laſs while you can. 


He order'd again the ſame as before, 


% 


And laughing, ſaid, prithee boy, have t'other bout; 


He ſaid, ſon, drink hearty, Ive plenty in ſtore, 
Good father, ſaid I, I'Il e'en fee it out: 

Said he bravo, bravo, fince's life but «ſpan, 

Enjoy both your bottle and laſs while you can. 


What Bacchus has taught ſhall ne'er be forgot, 
Aslong as I've breath for to top a full glaſs ; ; 
And may roſy wine be for ever my lot, | 


A hearty good friend and a comely young laſs: 


For ſince I am certain that life's but a ſpan, 
I'll drink and be merry as long as I can. 


Vol. III. E e CCLXXVIII. 
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CCLXXVIIT. 


Written by F. J. 


Wrra the ſun I riſe at morn, - 
_ Haſte my flocks into the mead; 
By the fields of yellow corn, 

There my gentle lambkins feed ; 
Ever ſportive, ever gay, 
While the merry pipe I play. 


Lovely Mira joins the train, | 
Calls the wand'rer to its mate; 
Her ſweet voice can ſoothe each pain, 

And make the troubled heart elate: 

Ever cheerful, ever gay, 


While the merry pipe I play. 


When from Winter's rugged arms, 
Zephyrs fleeting leave the grove, 
Mira cheers me with her charms, 
For her ſong is tun'd to love : 
Ever happy, ever gay, 


On the merry Pipe I play. 


Tho- no ſplendor deck my cot, 
With my Fair I live content; 


May it be my happy lot, 


Still to love andne'er repent ; 
While at dawn and ſetting day, 
On the And pipe I play. 


cclxxlx. . 


CCLXYIX. 


How ſweet the roſy bluſh of morn, 
How charming is the ſpring! 
When dews beſpangle ev'ry thorn, 
And ſky-larks ſweetly ſing : 
Come, then, Florella, let us haſte, 


ach happy hour to prove; 
Phe fragrance of the morn to taſte, 


And hail the god of love. 


The lambs are ſporting on the plain, 
IT be kids their gambols try; 

And ev'ry nymph, and ev'ry ſwain, 
With mirth old care defy: ep, 
With chaplet's crown'd they dance along, 
Each moment to improve | 
And raiſe the ſoft enchanting ſong, 

To pleaſure and to love. 


Ah! let not fear thy breaſt invade, 
That ſeat of downy peace; 
For all I wiſh, my charming maid, 
| Thy j Joy is to increaſe : 
The pow'rs above my vows ſhall hear, 
Which time cannot remove; 
'That I will conſtant be my dear, 
To honour and to love. 


Ee 2 CCLXXX. 
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cclxxxx. 


IN London my life is à ſcene of delight, 
In frolicks I keep up the day and the night ; 5 
I ſnooze at the hummums till lee, N 
4 ler, 
TI rattle the bell and I roar up the waiter: 
' Your honour, ſays he, and he tips me a leg, 
He brings me my tea, but I ſwallow an egg; 
For tea in a morning's a ſlop I renounce, _ 
So I down with a glaſs of the right Cherry - bounce. 


Wich ſwearing, tearing,” ranting, jaunting, flaſh- 
ing, ſmaſhing, ſmacking, eracking, rumbling, 
tumbling, laughing, quaffing, n.. * 
ing, ſwaggering, ſtaggering; 

80 thoughtleſs, ſo Gs ſo green, 2nd ſo 


mellow, 


Thie, this 1 1s the uk of a äche fellow. 


My phaeton I mount, 4 che plebs they all tare, 
I handle my reins, and my elbows I ſquare; 

My ponies fo plump and as white as a lily, 
Through Pall- Mall I ſpank it, and up Piccadilly: 


Will lofing a wheel, egad down I come ſmack, 


So at Knightſbridge I throw myſelf into a hack! 
At Tatterſal's fl.ng a leg over my nag, 
Thus viſit for dinner, then dreſs.in a bag. 


With wearing, & c. 


I roll 
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I roll round the garden, and call at the Roſe, 
And then at both play-houſes pop in my noſe; 

I lounge in the lobby, laugh, ſwear, his and 
; ſwagger, | 
Talk loud, take my money, and out on ftag- 

ger: 

I meet at the Shakeſpeare A good natur'd foul, 
Then down to our club at St. James's we roll; 
The joys of the night are a thouſand at play, 
And thus at the finiſh begin the next day, 


With ſwearing, &C. 


* 


CCLXXXI. 
rites by Mrs.BazBAULD- 


WIEN firſt upon your tender cheek, 
I ſaw the morn of beauty break, 
With mild and cheering beam, 
I bow'd before your infant fhrine, 
The earlieſt ſighs you had were mine, 
And you my darling theme, 


I ſaw you in that opening morn, 
For beauty's boundleſs empire born, 
And firſt confeſs'd your (way; 
And 'ere your thoughts, devoid of art, 
Could learn the value of a heart, 
I gave my heart away. 


: "Be $ | | 1 
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I watched the dawn of ev'ry grace, 
And gazed upon that angel face, 
While yet *twas ſafe to gaze, 
I fondly bleſs'd each rifing charm, 
Nor thought ſuch innocence could harm 
The peace of future days. 


But now, deſpotic, o'er the plains, 
The awful noon of beauty reigns, 
And kneeling crouds adote; 
*Fheſe charms ariſe too fiercely bright, - 


Danger and death attend the ſight, 
And I muſt hope no more. 


Thus to the rifing god of day, 
Their early vows the Perſians pay, 

And bleſs the ſpreading Wwe... 
Whoſe glowing chariot, mounting, ſoon 
Fours on their heads the burning noon 3: 


They — eine. &; 
"©. CCLXXNTE. 


" Yr virgin pow! 195 defend my heart: 
From amorous looks and ſmiles :. 
Frida ſaucy love,. or nicer art, | 
Which moſt ( ur ſex beguiles. 


1 
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From ſighs and vows, and awful ful fears; 
That do to pity move; 


From ſpeaking filetice, * from tears, 
Thoſe ſprings that water love. 


But if thro? paſſion I grow blind, 
Let honour be my guide 3 3 


And when frail Nature ſeems inclin'd, 
There place a guard of pride. 


A heart whoſe flames are ſeen, tho? pure. | 
Needs every virtues aid ; 

And ſhe who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneſt is betray d. 


1 


cxxL III. | 
Written by Mr. Din N. 


Ws, on the preſent hour relying, 
Think not of future, nor of paſt, 

But ſeize each moment, as tis flying, 
Perhaps the next may be our laſt. 

Perhaps old Charon, at his ferry, f 

This moment waits to waft us o'er: 

Then charge your glaſſes, and be merry, 
For fear we ne'er ſhould charge them more, 


With brow auſtere, and head reclining, 
Loet envy, age, and haggard care 
_ Grow ſour, and at our joy repining, 
Blame pleaſure which they cannot ſhare.. - 


* 


Put 
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Put ** the glaſſes, and be jolly, 
In ſpight of all ſuch idle ſtuff, 
Whether *tis wiſdom, or *tis folly, _ 
"Tis pleaſure, boys, and that's enough. 


ACC — 
* 3 * * 


CCLXXXIV. 


BWA ahddr entarare;” -: 

Laughing, idle, flutt'ring thing! 
Moſt fantaſtic work of nature! 

Still, like fancy, on the wing. 


Slave to ev'ry changing paſſion, 
Loving, hating, in extreme : 
Fond of ev'ry fooliſn faſhion;- 


And, at beſt, a pleaſing dream. 


Lovely trifle ! dear illufion ! : | 
Conqu'ring weakneſs ! wiſh'd-for pain! 

Man' schief glory, and confuſion, 

Of all vanities moſt vain. 


Thus deriding beauty's power, 
Bevil calPd it all a cheat: ; 

But in leſs than half an hour, gd, l 

- Kneel'd and whin'd at N feet. 


cclxxxv. 
1 Wurrz as her hand, fair Julia threw 
A ball of ſilver ſnow ;, | 4 
The frozen globe fir d as it flew, 
My boſom felt it glow. „%% Ss 
Strange 
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Strange pow'r of love whoſe great command 
Can thus a ſnow-ball arm; | 
When ſent, fair-Julia, from thy band, 
E'en ice itſelf can warm. 


How ſhould we then ſecure our hearts? 
Love's pow'r we all muſt feel, 
Who thus can by ſtrange magic arts, 
In ice his flame. conceal ? | 
*Tis thou alone, fair Julia, know, 
Canft quench my fierce deſire, | || 
But not with water, ice, nor ſnow, | Pin = 
But with an equal fire. || 


CCLXXXVI. _ 1 Y 
Written by Mr. DIS DIY. 4 
A Plague of thoſe muſty old lubbers, _ | 
Who tell us to faſt and to think, 
And patient fall in with life's rubbers, 
With nothing but water to drink. 


A cann of good ſtuff, had they twigg'd it, 
Twould have ſet them for pleaſure agog, 
| And, ſpite of the rules | 
Of the ſchools, | 
The old foods | 
Would have all of em ſwigg'd it, , 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 
My father, when laſt I from Guinea 
Return'd with abundance of wealth, 
_ Cry'd Jack, never be ſuch a ninny " 
_ To drink ;—faid I—father, your health. 


4 52 
80 L bew -d him the Huff and he twigg'd *. 


And it ſet the old codger agog, 


And he ſwigg'd, and mother, 
And ſiſter, and brother, 


And I ſwigg'd, and all of usſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 
T*other day as the chaplain was preaching, 
Behind him I curiouſly ſlunk, 
And while he our duty was teaching, 
As how we ſhould never get drunk. 


I ſhew'd him the ſtuff, and he twigg d it, 
And it ſoon ſet his rev'rence agog, _ 
And he ſwigg'd, and Nick ſwigg'd, 
And Ben ſwigg'd, and Dick ſwigg d, 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 
Then truſt me there's nothing like drinking, 2 
So pleaſant on this fide the grave; 0 
It keeps the unhappy from thinking - 
And e'en makes more valiant the brave. 
As for me, from the moment I twigg'd i it. 10 0 
The good ſtuff has ſo ſet me agog. 
| Sick or well, late or early, N 
Wind foully or fairly, 
Pre conſtantly fwigg'd it. 
And, damme, there's nothang Bike grog. 


CCLXXXVIL. mo 


W:rra: an honeſt old friend, and à merry old ſong, 
And a flaſk of old port, let me fit the night 9 3 


\ 


4 | 


And laugh at the malice of thoſe who repine, 


That they muſt ſwig porter, WR 1 can drink 
Wine. | | 


I envy no mortal, tho? ever ſo great, 

Nor ſcorn I a wretch for his lowly eſtate ; 

But what I abhor, and eſteem as a curſe, - + 
Is poarneſs of ſpirit, not poorneſs of purſe, 


Then dare to be generous, dauntleſs, and gay, 
Let's merrily paſs life's remainder away; 

Upheld by our friends, we our foes may deſpiſe, 
For the more we are envy'd, the higher we riſe. 


CCLXXXVIIL _ 
Written by Mr, DIB DIR. 


WHAT argufies pride and ambition? 
Soon or late death will take us in tow : 
Each bullet has got its commiſſion, 

And when our time's come we muſt go. 
Then drink and ſing—hang pain and ſorrow, 
The halter was made for the neck ; 

He that's now live and luſty---to-merrow 
Perhaps may be firetch'd on the deck. 


There was little Tom Linſtook of Dover 
Got kill'd, and left Polly in pain, 
Poll cry'd, but her grief was ſoon over, 
And then ſhe got marry'd again. 
Then drink, &c. 


— 


( 324 ) 


Jack Junk was ill uſed by Bet Crocker, 
And ſo took to guzzling the tuff, _ 
Till he tumbled into old Davy's locker, 
And there he got liquor enough. 
Then drink, &c. 


Fo or our priae· money then to the ſir, 


Take of joy while tis going our freak: 
For whas argufies calling the doctor 


When the anchor of life is N_ 
; Then drink, c. | 


' CCLXXXIX, 


J You that love mitth, attend to my ſong ; ; 

A moment you never can better employ : 
Sawney and Teague were trudging along, 

A bonny Scots lad; and an Iriſh dear Joy : 
They never before had ſeen a wind- mill, 
Nor had they heard ever of any ſuch name; 
. As they were walking, 

And merrily talking, 1 0 
At laſt, by mere chance, to a wind-mill n 


Ha ! ha! ſays Sawney, what do ye ca“ that? 
To tell the right name o't Pm at a loſs. 
Teague very readily anſwer'd the Scot, 
Indeed I believe it's St. Patrick's croſs. 
bays Sawney, n * een ſell A. 1 
- taken, | 
For itis St. Andrew's fk I can ſwear; 
For there is his bonnet, 
And Tartans hang on it; 


The Plad and the Trews our 2 did wear. 
Nay, 


— 


of 
Nay, o' my ſhoul, Joy, thou telleſht all lees, 
For that, I will ſwear, is Shaint Patrick's 
coat, 
I ſhee't him in Ireland buying the freeze; 
And that, I'm ſure, is the ſame that he bought: 
And he is a Shaint, much better than ever 
Made either the covenantſh ſholemn; or league: 
For o' my ſhalwaſhion, | | 
Hle was my relaſhion, | | 
And had a great kindneſh for honeſht poor Teague. 


Whereſore, ſays Teague, I will, by my ſhoul, 

Lay down my napſhackle, and-take out = 

| beads, LL 
And under his holy croſs ſet I will fall, 

And ſhay Pate r- noſter, and ſome of my-Creeds,; 
So Teague began, with humble devotion, 
To kneel before St. Patrick's croſs: 

| The wind fell a blowing, 
| And ſet it a going, 
And it gave pur Dear Joy a terrible walls; 


Sawney tebee'd, to ſee how poor 8 | 
Lay ſcratching his ears, and roll'd on the graſs, | 


Swearing it ſurely was the Des whirligig, 
And none (he roar'd out) of St Patrick's croſs. 


But iſh it indeed, cries he in a paſſion, 

"The croſs of our Shaint that has cro\ me ſo ſore 7 
Upon my ſhalwaſhion, 
This ſhall be a cawſhion, 

To truſt to Shaint Patrick's kindneſh no more. 


Vor. III. Ff Ssawney 
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Sawney to Teague then merrily cryd, 

This patron of your's is a very bad loon, 
To hit you ſic a fair thump on the hide, 

For kneeling before him, and begging a boon: 
Let me adviſe you to ſerve our Saint Andrew, 
He, by my ſaul, was a ſpecial gude mon; 

For ſince your Saint Patrick be! 
Has ſerv'd you ſic a trick, . 
I'd ſee him hang'd up ere I'd ſerve him again. 


ccxc. 
A” 1 Written by Mr. D1BDIN, 


A Sailor's love is void of Acts. 

Plain failing to his port, the heart, 
He knows no jealous folly :; 

*T'were hard enough at ſea to war 

With eder wav that jar--- 
All's peace with lovely Polly. 


Enough that, far from ſight of ſhore, 
Clouds frown, and angry billows roar, 
Still is he briſk and jolly: : 
And while carouſing with his mates, 
Her health he drinks---anticipates - 
The ſmiles of lovely Polly. 


Should thund⸗· on the horizon preſs, 
Mocking our ſignals of diſtreſs, 
E'en then dull melancholy 
Dares not intrude :---he braves the din, 
In hopes to find a calm within 
The ſnowy arms of Polly. . 
5 CCXCCl. 


( 37 1 


 CCXCT. 
Written by the EARL oF Doxsz r, 


Ar noon, on a ſultry ſummer's day, 

The brighter lady of the May, 

Young Chloris, innocent and gay, 
Sat knotting in a ſhade 

Each ſlender finger play'd its part 

With ſuch activity and art, 

As would inflame a youthful heart, 

And warm the moſt decay'd, 


Her fav'rite ſwain by chance came by, 
He ſaw no anger in her eye; 
Yet when the baſhful boy drew nigh, 
She would have ſeem'd afraid. 
She let her ivory needle fall, e 
And hurl'd away the twiſted ball; * 21 
But ftraight gave Strephon ſuch a call, 
As wou'd have rais'd the dead. 


Dear gentle youth, is't none but thee ? 

With innocenee I dare be free: 

By ſo much truth and modeſty 
No nymph was e'er betray'd. 

Come, lean' thy head upon my lap, 

While thy ſmooth cheeks L ſtroke and clap, 

Thou may ſt ſecurely take a nap : | 
Which he, poor fool, obey'd, a 


15 | She 


She ſaw him yawn, and heard him fnore, 

And found him faſt aſleep all o'er ; 

She ſigh'd, and could endure no more 
But ſtarting up, ſhe ſaid, 

Such virtue ſhall rewarded bo, 

For this thy dull fidelity, 

II truft thee with my flocks, not me; 
Purſue thy grazing trade, 


Go, milk thy goats, and ſhear thy ſheep, 
And watch all night thy flocks to keepy 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd MEL. 

* me, miſtaken maid. 


CCXCLL. 


Was love a ſweet paſſion, how bleſt ſhould I bez 
No mortal could e'er be ſo happy as me! 

But O it torments me, it tortures my breaſt; 
It rifles my ſenſes, it robs me of reſt | 


Long time I've been captive to Chloe 8 bright 
| eyes; 

Her bloom and her beauty firſt gave the ſurprize 3 - 
But ſoon as I found, by the pride of her heart, 
That her bloom and her beauty were govern'd by 
' art. Re | L 


I then took my leave of this prodigal dame, 
And ſtrove all I could to extinguiſh the flame; 
But ſtill on my thoughts her ſweet converſe re- 
| mains: 
So love is a unn and heavy che chim. 
| Then 
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Then hear, O ye youths, and this maxim purſue ; 
Let beauty ne'er ſway you, nor pride e' er ſubdue : 
But place your affections where virtue remains; 
'Then love will be e and * the chains. 


| CCXCLIL. | 
Written by Mr. LE MOI NE. 


TEE ſprightly eye, the roſy cheek, 
The dimpled chin, and look ſo meek, 
A nameleſs grace and air; 
The ruby lip in ſweetneſs dreſt, 
The ſoftly- ſwelling angel breaſt; 

All theſe adorn my fair. 


See what unnumber'd beauties rove 

Around each feature of my love, 
And fire my rapt*rous ſoul ! 

Ten thouſand ſweets her looks diſcloſe, 

At ev'ry glance my boſom glows, 
And yields to love's controul, 


Juſt heav'ns ! why gave ye charms like theſe, 
ith ev'ry graceful art to pleaſe, 
To one whom rigid fate, 

Permits me not to tell my pain, 

But makes nie fear the cold diſdain 
Of her I wiſh my mate. 


Curſe on the ſordid thirſt of gold! 
When tend'reſt paſſions all are ſold 
To win the world's applauſe ; 
When, for deſire, and love, and joy, 
Low int'reſt ſhall its pow'rs employ, 
And gain th' ag" 7 cauſe, 2; 


te) 


ccxcrv. 
War pleaſure I feel when ſequeſter'd from 
tow. 
Where nought but confuſion and diſcord is known 
Bleſs'd with health and contentment, no mortal E 
fear, 
Fm more happy than thoſe whe have thouſinds'a 
year. 
If perchance a dark cloud hovers over he day, 
At night with good ale it will vaniſh away. 0 


Tho' meanly, to great ones, my cottage may ſeem, 
Sufficient for me that it's decent and clean; 
Without the vain ſhow of an elegant manſion, 

Unnotic'd Pl! paſs ee” the world's-wide expane- 
„ 
If per chance, &c: 


By: various delights which no ſorrow can Bris g 
My body's relaxed from autumn to ſpring; 
Retroſpecting with pleaſure the er which are 
gone, 
I look for enjoyment in thoſe yet to come. 
If ee = - 


When age has o er-reach'd me, and mirth is no 
more, ; 
And time hath allow d me to run out rere 
Pll ſet down contented, of Providence crave 
That I may in quiet go down to my grave. 
For I heed not the thoughts of my laſt gloomy day; 
While * conſcience i 1s clear d twill vaniſh away: 
5 CCXCV. 


Cccxcv. 
ü 


Sung in Ju DAs MaccABEZUuSs. 
Lovely peace! with plenty crown'd,. 
Come ſpread thy bleſſings all around; 
Let fleecy flocks the hills adorn, 
And valleys ſmile with wavy corn: 
Let the ſhrill trumpet. ceaſe, nor other ſound, 
But nature's ſongſters, wake the chearful morn. 


— — 


CCXCVI. 


| IVritten by Lord G. 
Fork ever, O mercileſs fair, 
Will that cruel indiff*rence endure, 
Can thoſe eyes look me into diſpair, 
And that heart be unwilling to cure. 


If I love, will you doom me to die, 

Or, if I adore you, upbraid ? 
Can that breaſt the leaſt pity deny 

To the wretch which your beauty has made. 
How oft what I felt, to diſguiſe, 
Has my reaſon imperiouſly ſtrove ; 

Till my ſoul almoſt fell from my eyes,. 

In the tears of the tendereſt love. 


Till 


332) 
Till, rendered unable to flow, 


By the torture's exceſs which I bore, 


That nature ſunk under the woe, 
Or only recover'd to more. 


Then, Delia, determine my fate, 
Nor let me to madneſs be droves 
But, oh! do not tell me you hate, 
If you even reſolve not to love. 


1 


_ 


CCXCVIL. 
Sung in the Carpricious Lovers: 


FOR various purpoſes ſerves the fan: 
As thus—a decent blind, 
Between the ſticks to peep at man, 
Nor yet betray your mind. 


Each action has a meaning plain | 
Reſentment's in the ſnap ; 

A flirt expreſſes ſtrong diſdain, 
Conſent, a gentle tap. 


All paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art, 
And to advantage ſweetly ſhews 
'The hand, if not the heart, 


Tis folly's ſceptre, frl; deſign'd | 
7 © By love's capricious boy, 
Who knows how lightly all mankind 
We Are governed by a toy. 


CCXCVIIL. 


E 7 


— 


CCXCVIII. 


LONG at thy altar, god of love, 
I paid a double duty; 
A ſlave to Celia's voice and wit, 
To Chloe's taſte and beauty. 


Fain would I fix my reſtleſs heart, 
While they, with aukward feature, 
Diſguis'd, in affectationꝰs maſk, 
The genuine gifts of nature, 


 CCXCIK. 


FRIENDSHIP is the bond of reaſons | 
But if beauty diſapprove, 

Heav'n abſolves all other treaſon 
In the heart that's true to love. 


The faith which to my friend I ſwore. 
As a civil oath I view: _ _ 

But to the charms which I adore,. 

 ?Tis religion to be true. 


Then if to one I falſe muſt he; 
Can I doubt which to prefer------ 
A breach of ſocial faith with thee, 
Or ſacrilege to love and her? 
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E 


ern as true converts die, . 
But yet with fervent thoughts ir flam'd; 
So, faireſt! at y your feet Ilie, 

Of all my ſex's faults aſham d. 


1 Too long, alas! have I defy'd, | 
| The force of Love's almighty fame 1 
And often did aloud deride, 

His end as an empty name. 


| But, fince ſo freely I confeſs 
A crime, which may your ſcorn produce, 
Allow me now to make it leſs, 


© By any juſt and fair excuſe, 


I then did vulgar joys purſue, 
Variety was all my bliſs; 

But, ignorant of love and you, 
How could I chuſe but do amiſs. 


If ever now my wand ring eyes 
Search out temptation, as alu 3 
If once I look, but to deſpiſe 
Their charms, and value yo the more; 


| May fad remorſe and guilty name 
Revenge your wrongs on faithleſs me; 
And, what I tremble e en to name. 
| May I loſe all, in loſing thee. 


"DOT: 
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CCCI, ” - | 


A DYING thruth young Edwy found, 2 iq 
As flutt' ring in a field of ſnow ; | | i 
Its little wings with ice were bound, | 
A while its heart forgot to glow: 4 
In eager haſte he homeward ran, 
The quiv'ring charge to me 1 - 
O fave it, Celia, if you can, 
Prote& it from the wint'ry wind, 


My boſom preſs'd the trembling thing, 
And bade its little pris'ner live; 
But ah! that boſom felt a ſting, 
The panting warbler ne'er could give: 
With ſweet concern, young Edwy cry'd, 
Can Celia ſave the dying thruſh; 
Perhaps, I ſaid — and fondly ſigh'd, 
Which ſhame tranſplanted to a bluſh, 


He cry'd, my Celia, why that figh, 
And why that bluſh, the bird is free; 5 
But pity beams in Celia's eye, 
Ah! let it, fair one, beam on me; 
My heart approv'd his pleaſing claim, 
Tho? fain to hide the rebel ſtrove; 
For pity bore a dearer name, 


* *Twas now converted into love. 


cccin. 


A 


3 


WMWbo quite have loſt my Own. 


S- 


CCCII. 
Wrines by Lady Mazy bs | <4 pd 


'O CEASE to mourn, unhappy youth, | 
Or think this-boſom hard; 


My tears, alas! muſt own your truth, 
And wiſh it could reward. 


Th' exceſs of unabating woe, 
This tortured breaſt endures, 


Too well, alas! muſt make me know | 


The pain that dwells in yours 


Condemn'd like you to weep in vain, | 
I ſeek the darkeſt grove, + 805 

And fondly bear the ſharpeſt Nin. 
Of Rect. love. 


: No ſound of comfort hears ; 


- morn but breaks on Delia's eyes, 
To wake her into tears. FILE 


If ſleep ſhould lend her friendly aid, 


In fancy I complain: | 
And hear ſome ſad, ſome wretched ty, 
Or ſee ſome perjur'd ſwain. . — 


f Then ceaſe thy ſuit, fond youth, 0 ceaſe, = | 


Or blame the fates alone: 
_ For how can I reſtore your peace, 


ccc. 
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CCCIV. . 
Written by Mr. Tuo PSON. 
HARD is the fate of him who loves, 
Vet dares not tell his trembling pain, 


But to the ſympathetic groves, 
And to the lonely lik ning plain. 


Oh, when ſhe bleſſes next your ſhade, 
Oh, when her footſteps next are ſeen, 
In flow'ry tracks along the mead, 
In freſher mazes o'er the green; 


>. Ye gentle ſpirits of the vale, 
To whom the tears of love are dear, 
From dying lilies waft a gale, 
And ſigh my ſorrows in her ear. 


Oh, tell her what ſhe cannot blame, 
Tho' fear my tongue muſt ever bind; 

Oh, tell her, that my virtuous flame 
Is, as her ſpatleſs ſoul, refin'd. 


Not her own guardian angel, eyes f 
With chaſter tenderneſs his care; | 
Not purer her own wiſhes riſe, 
Not holier her own ſighs in pray'r. 


| But if, at firſt, her virgin fear, 
Shculd ſtart at love's ſuſpected name; 
With that of friend{hip ſoothe her ear, 
True love and friendſhip are the ſame. 


W.. a5 Gs ũęD(k‚̃ 
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Cc. 
Written by Mr. Hucues. 


CONSTANTIA, fee thy faithful ſave, 
Dies of the wound thy beauty gave ; 
Ah! gentle nymph no longer try 
From fond purſuing love to fly. 


- Then pity to my love impart, 

Pity my bleeding, aching heart 
Regard my ſighs, and flowing tears. 
And with a {mile remove my fears. 


A wedded wife if thou would'ſ be, 
By ſacred Hymen join'd to me, | 
Ere yet the weſtern ſun decline, 5 
My hand and heart ſhall both be thine. 


— 


CCCVI. 
IN airy dreams ſoft fancy flies, 
My abſent love to ſee, 
And with the early dawn I riſe, 
Dear youth, to think on thee. 


How ſwiftly flew the roſy hours, 
- * While love and hope were new ! 
Sweet as the breath of op'ning flow'rs., 


* I ; | 
- ww ww 3 ; 8; + g : 
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CCCVII. 


OLD Saturn, that drone of a god, 
And father of all the divine, 

Who govern'd the world with a nod, 
Vet fancy'd briſk women and wine 
And when he was whimſical grown, 
By ſipping his plentiful bowl, 
Then frankly the truth he would own, 


That a wench was the joy of his ſoul. 


Great Jupiter like his old dad, 
To love and a bottle inclin'd, 
When mellow was conſtantly glad 
To find a plump girl to his mind: 
And then, as the ftory is told, 
He'd conjure himſelf in her arms, 


As once in a ſhower of gold 
He rifled. fair Danae's charms. 


Stern Mars, the great god of the field, 
All day tho? delighting in blood, 
At night his fierce godſhip would yield 


To beauty, and wine that was good: 


With nectar he'd cheriſh his heart, 

And raiſe up his wanton defires ; 
Then to Venus, his darling impart 

The warmth of his amorous fires, 


Apollo, the patron of bays, 


Full goblets would merrily drain, 
And ſing forth poetical lays, _ 


When the fumes had got into his brain. 
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Bat ſtill as he whimſical grew, 
By toping the juice of the vine, 
To Parnaſſus daily he flew, 
To kits all the muſical nine. 


Sly Mercury too, like the reſt, 
Made wenching and wine his delight, 
And thought himſelf perfectly bleſt 
With a bottle and miſtreſs at night: 
No wonder debauches he lov'd, 
And cheating his pleaſure he made, 
For the gods have ev'ry one prov'd, 
That pimping was always his trade. 
Plump Bacchus, that tun-belly'd ſot, 
His thirſt could but ſeldom allay, 
Till aftride.o'er a hogſhead he got, 
And drank all the liquor away : 
As long as upright he could fit, 
| He'd bawl for the finiſhing glaſs ; 


When drunk, then the veſſel would quit, | 
And reel to his fav' rite laſs, 


— — | 


Written by the EARL of DozszT. 
PHr1LLIs,-for ſhame, let us improve, 
2 A thouſanddifferent ways, 


Thoſe few ſhort moments, ſnatch'd by love, 
From many _—_ days. 


If you want courage to deſpiſe 
The cenſurer of the grave; 

For all thoſe tyrants of your eyes, 
Your heart is but a ſlave. 


My love is full of noble pride; 
Nor can it e' er ſubmit bs 

To let that fop, diſcretion, ride 
In triumph over it. 


Falſe friends I have, as well as you, 
That daily counſel me, 
Fame and ambition to purſue, 


And leave off loving thee..: 


But when the leaft regard I ſhow 
To fools who thus adviſe, 
May I be dull enough to grow 


Moſt miſerably wile. - 
——— 8 
ix. 


Written by Mr. LEMOINR 


ANCIENT fages loudly ſpeak 

In praiſe of Adam's ale ; 
Vet all their notions ſeem too weak, 
They can't with me prevail, | 


My joys all center in a bowl, 
Brimful of ſaucy grog; 

And when it's out, I loudly bawl,, 
Come, fill it up, you dog! 


„ My 


* 5 Wirk laughter, love. and flowing bowls 


3 
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- My leiſure hours I freely ſpend) 
Without a grain of ſenſe; 
I crack a joke with ev'ry friend, 
And thus I uſe my Pence. 


2 -— #5 % 
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CCCX. 
DisTanT hie thee, carping Care, 
From the ſpot where I do dwell ; 
Rigid mortals come not there, 
Frowns, begone to hermit's cell; 
But let me hve the life of ſouls, 
With laughter, love, and flowing bowls. 


- . Miſer, with thy paltry pelf | 
+ +I give againſt thee my hate its ſcope 5: 
© Wretch that liveſt but for thyſelf, 
With heart of ruſt that cannot ope: 
Fly, bird of night, from ſun and ſouls 
That love and laugh o'er flowing bowls... 


. Who can let the penſive go, 
Or the eye that drops a tear, 
And not weed their minds of woes. 
May not, dare not peep in here: 
Joys on joys, O let me taſte, - 
Health and mirth dwell in my gate, | 
While with eaſe my land doth waſte, 
> W.ult I bleſs the book of fate: 
Then let me live the life of ſouls, 


Ong SY 


A COMPLETE 8 
Alphabetical GLOSSARY; D 
Or, Exr LAN ATIOx of the SCOTCH Words. 


A Bught, ſheep-fold Bobit, lac'd 

&, 8 * Byar, cow-houſe Brint, burnt | 
Aboon, above Braw, brave, fine, Blob, a globe, or 
Ae, ever gaudy | drop 
Ane, one Bem, rich, well-fur- Bot, without 
Anes, once niſh'd Beek, becking,boſk- © 
Ablins, perhaps Briſs, to preſs, or ing * 
Awn, own, acknow- bruiſe Buſk, adorn, dreſs 

ledge . Bombaze, to con- Bootleſs, in vain 
Aſteer, ftirring found or affright Belt, girdle 


Anither, another Blate, ſhame-faced Blae berries, blue 
A<=will, of itſelf, of Buſtine, white di- berries ; 


its own accord mity ZBlaw, blow | 
A-thoughbt, a little Bad, bid = Bands, hinges,. 
A-jee, of one ſide Bannocks, a fort of Bend, cup, or 
e Aus : - _ 5 — 

2 1 Cz e us, preſerve 
Kir, early Braves, hillocks us 
Aften, often, Burn or burnie, a Bent, a field _ 
Ain, own rivulet Baugh, fimple, of a 

Aff, off Birks, birch-trees pitiful look 


Airth, quarter or cor-Bratling, running Brock, a bad 
ner of the World down or falling Ban, to 2 


Aiths, oaths haſtily : ' Breeks, breeches- 
Amaiſt, almoſt Bide, to bear, abide Bourd, to dally, or 
Awa, ”_ a endure tamper with 
Alane, alone; his Barlicods, freaks, Brankand, gay; alſo 
lane, by kimſelf; humours, whims prancing 
Oy by her- Brats, Clothes; alſo Bairnie, a ee 
| | rags | 
Aneath, beneath Broe, broth Cawler, freſh, cool 
Aftymes, oft times Bleeze, flame, alſo Craig, a rock 
Albeit, abeit, als luſtre — Craigy, rocky xx 
though Bleezing, flaming, Chirm, chirp or fing 
A-wie, a little blazing - Crove, a little hut@h- 


B - Biggonets, biggands or lodge 
BIELD, a place of Vegas a trick, or Corbies, ravens. 
ſhelter from the ſtratagem - Cleek, to catch or 
weather Bairs, bears hoo up 
Bairns, children Bedeen, inftantly Clute, the hoof 
Blyther, more joy- Bow or boll, a mea- Canty, merry 
ful ſure equal to a Cou'dna, could not 


Blythſome, glad fack Caulrife, cold, chilly © 

Blythneſs, joy Beuk, bak d Cockernonny, the 

Bonny, handſome, Bouk, carcaſe hair bound up in 
leaſant Bauld, bold a puff 


Baith, both Bicker, bewl, or cup Caogy merry, gay 
: 1 N | 7 : Claithes, 


„„ | 
Claithes, clothes Dubs, dirty little Ether, c ap, waſp 
Cauld, cold pools - Elritch, wild, or 


Cooſs, boobies Divet Seat, ſeat of Hold 
Canny, lucky, hap- green turf FRAE, from 


BY Darna, dare not Fou, full, alſo drunk 
Coft, bought Deid, death Ferlie, a wonder ; al- 
©hiels, fellows Dern'd, laid up ſe- fo to wonder 
Cleck, hatch cretly Fouth, plenty, ma- 
Ca', call Downa, cannot bear ny 
Ca' d, or cawd, called or endure Flet, ſcolded 


Cottars, cottagers Dings, excells, gets Fair-fa', well- fare 
Curn, a little quan- the better; alſo Fa', fall % 


tity beats Fallow, fellow 
. Cry, to call, or a Diſna, does not Fald, to fold 
Call Dow, can, or is able Feckleis, t:ifling, 
Cantripes, Magic to do Feightan, fightin 
Spells, and Diabo-Draps, drops, gives Fraiſe, talk, ſpeec 
lical Arts the ſlip to compa- Fowk, folks 
Cry'd, call'd on | * 85 Flyte, to ſcold | 
Clim, climb Paffin, folly Fell, ms or 
- Canna, cannot Drie, ſuffer prudent, ſome- 
Crack, to chat Decreet, determina- times it is apply'd 
Caſt, the mein, or tion, or judgment todiabolicalarts 
geſture Didna, did not Faſheous, trouble 
Caſt up, to throw in- Doof, a fool ſome 
to one's teeth, to Dunt, to beat, or Feg, ſi 
upbraid  throb, when ap- Fae, foe 
Cawſt, calves plied to the heart Flaes, fleas 
- Clatteran, prating, Dowp, arfe i | Fauſe, falſe: 
chattering Doil'd, bewitched, Flaw, to lie; alſo a 
Cankart, ill-natured, infatuated, dizzy lie Tg = 
peeviſh giddy Fuflet, a corn or 
Carle, old man Dyvours, bankrupts meal meaſure,con- 
Cawhk, chalk 33 fiſting of four 
Chitter, to y_- ETTLE, to attempt pecks 
with the teeth, ſhi- or aim at Fear'd, afraid 
vering Fen, eyes; alſoeven,Fleech, ſtatter 
Crapt, crept or night Poregainſt, over- 
h x 4D Eaſtlin, eaſtern againſt 
DAF T, mad, fooliſh Eith, eithlev, eafily Fundling, foundling 
Dowie, ſenſeleſs, Eild, old age Foryet, forget 
- Mlly Elf-ſhot, planet- Fand, found 
Dool, ſorrow _. - ſtruck Flighter, to flutter 
Dorty, ſcornful,[dif- Eaſt, eaſtward Flype, to flea the 
ficult Ell- wand, a ftick the ſkin off 
Dinna, do not meaſure of an ell Farder, farther 
Dike, a wall Even, to impute to Fear, fleg, to fright- 
Din, noiſe one, to compare en 1 
Died, weav'd in fi- to liken ' ' Fain, fond, willing 
gures of dice Ergh, to dread, or Fawn, fallen 
Dauted; fondled, e afraid of Fawt, fault 2. 
made much of Elſe, already Faſh, to ä ks 
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Fled, affrighted Ghaift, ghoſt Hether-bells, heathe 
G Gowk. cuckoo z alſo buds 


GAE, go; alſo gave a fool Hechts, promiſes 
Gowans, daifies Gates, ways, cour- Hallon-Side, by a 
Gowany, full of dai- ſes _ hollow - tree 
"oy: H Hae, have 
Grane, to groan or HAME, home Ha', hall 
ſigh Hameward, home- Howt ! fly! 
Granes, groans or ward Haffen, partly 
ſighs Hartſome, gladſome, Hool, the ſhel! 
Gar, to make, or pleaſant Hobleſhew, a mob- 
force Hinder Night, laſt iſh riot, or quar- 
Gat, got night rel 
Grein, to long for, Haffet, fide of the Haly, holy ; 
or thirſt after face Hodden-gray, 2 
Gear, goods, wealth, Hinny, honey coarſe grey cloth 
Geeks, loaths Hound, hunt Hapt, covered up 
Gif, gin, if Hawſlock, wealgent Haggnegs hopping, 
Glowrie, to ſtare the — falling down : 
Glowring, ſtaring Hald, had, Hold 1 EIN. 
Gawn, going Height, top of the ILKA, each, eve- 
Grip, to hold faſt hili ry ; 
Grips, the holding Howm, a valley bya Jo, ſweetheart 
faſt with the river ſe, I ſhall, or will 
hands Het, hot Ingte-fide, fire- fide . 
Gloom, a frown FHealthfu', heath- Ither, other; alſo. 
Gang, go one another 8 - 


ful 
Ganging, going Faith, indeed, in Ingans, onions 
Gie, give faith — a 
Gabs, mouths _ Herds, ſwains, ſhep-K ENS, knows 


Grace Drink, grace herds Kend, knew known ' 
cup Hey ! hah! Killet, tuck'd up 
Greet, to cry Heffs, lodges, inha- Kames, combes 
Gane, gone hits Kittle, to tickle; it 
Gets, brats, chil- Haleſome, whole- alfo ſignifies dif- 
dren | ſome ficult, or danges 
Giglit, gilflirt Haggies, a fort of rous 
Gate, the way; alſo pudding Kail-yard, kitchs 
the manner of a Haf, half en-garden | 
perſon a Howk, to dig Kirn'd, churn'd 
Guſty, ſavoury Humlock, hemlock Kenna, know not 
Glee, mirth Hawkys, cows Ky, cows 
Glen, a vale Howdy, a midwife Kirn, churn, 2 
Gaits, goats Hing, hang Kent, a large ſtick, 
Gade, went Heather-Braes, hille or ſhepherd's pole 
Gawky, a fooliſh on which heath L. | 
wench grows LU CS, ears 
Gree, degree Hidlings, lurking Leglens, milking - 
Grit, great places pails 8 
Girning, grinning Hadna, had not Loan, milking- 
Grat, cry'd He eryeſtreen, the place 


Gow'd, gold night before laſt Loſs, to looſe 
| Lout 
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Lout, to ſtoop Nives, double 


M 
Low, flame „ MAUN, muſt _ fiſts 
- Lowan, burning, Mair, more Nor, than 
flaming Mony, many on 
Lang, long Mint, to aim at, or ONY, -_ : 
Loes, loves make a moticn Out- er, hanging 
Lowp, to lea ß to do any thing over, alſo quite 
Lowping, leaping Miſluck, misfor. over 
„ fincere, ho- tune Our lane, alone, 
ne | Mak, make by ourſelves 
Linkan, ftepping Meg Dorts, Mrs. Owrelay, a cravat 
briſkly, or hafti- Scornful _ Owrelaid, overlaid,. 
ly | | Miſcaw, to miſcall, overwhelmed 
Lee, fallow land- or call names O'er- put, to over» 
Lap, leap'd 'Meikle,- much come 
Leugh, laugh'd Meikleſt, largeſt Oure, over, too 
Lift, the ſæy; alſo Maiſt, moſt much 5 
to remove Mails, mates, Orp; to writhe one's 
in, a precipice, wives elf 
or natural caſ- Midding, dungh:1l- Or, before 
cade,from whence Mailens, farms Owk, weele 
the water falls Manna, muſt not O't, of it 
Lave. the reſt Muck, dung Oxter, arin pit. 


Langſome, tire- Mither, mother _ Owſen, oxen- 
ſome, tedious Mear, Mare TP 
Lad, landlords; Mirb, dark, to PAT, did put 


in general for darken Paughty, proud, 
any man of Merle, merlin haughty 
Eſtate Mlavis, thruſh Propine, a preſent 


Lyart, hoary, grey Manſworm, per- Peebles, pebbles 
Lucky, gammer jured, forſworn Penſylie, fantafti 
Laith, loth alte mk any cally | 
 Laverocks, larks mark received by Peet-ſtack, ſtack of 
Lilt, to fing briſkly a mother's long- dry'd turf for fi- 


Liltit, merril in > Wn 

chanted 2 Menain, minnow Pow, a ſkull. 
Luggies, bawls Mae, more >Prines, pins 
Lear, to learn | N 1, poppling 
Lair, learning NA, no, not Poortith, poverty 
Loof. the palm of Nre, no Pou, pull 

the hand Nane, none Peat-inglez turfe 
Leed, ly'd Nibour, neighbour fire 
Leen, to leave off, Nowt, oxen '' Pouch, pocket 

give over Needna, need not Pouchfu', pocket 


dwart, coun- Neiſt, next „ £ MK:c 
try, rural, clown- Nocht, nought, Pawkylie, filly, 
iſh Newman, new cunningly 


Labour'd, threſh's mow' d Pleugh, a plough 
Lows'd, unty'd, No, not Pith, ſtrength 
loos d New-cal, young Petted, fond led, 
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Pithleſs, faint, weak trees Slaw, flow 2 
: R Sae, ſo, Shaw, a Ilttle wood 
3 ROWING, row- Spill, ſpoil Swat, ſweated 
an, rolling Slid, ſmooth, flip- Slee, fly 
K Row'd, roll'd, or pery Skelfs, ſhelves 
ö wrapt Syne, ſince, then Strapan, ſtrapping, 
| Redd up, to clear Smoor, ſmoother luſt 


trig, weaning . 


up, orclean up; Smoor'd, ſmother'd Spain 
Spae men, fortune - 


alſo. to tell; to Sma, ſmall 


| " be afraid; to part Snaw, ſnow tellers 
| folks quarreling Sic, ſuch Saws, prognoſtica- 
| KRevel'd, entan- Sell, ſelf tions 
_ gled Shaw, ſhew; alſo Spae, to tell for- 
Rin, run ſhrubwood tunes. 8 
Routh, plenty Shawn, ſhewn Snood, a fillet, or 
= Rife, abundant, Stock, a reed, or garland 
plentiful pipe | Sark, ſhirt p 
Racket-rent, rack. Spring, a tune Sayna, ſay not 
rent | Spear, to aſk _ 'Starns, ſtars 
Reeſting, drying Saebiens, fince it Samen, the ſame _ 
Rant, to make is ſo _  Skair, a ſhare, te 
merry Snooded, filletted, ſhare 
Ranting, rouſing ty'd up Steght, ſtuffed, or 
jolly Skiffing, ſkipping crammed _ 
aſh, green, or Saul, ſoul Sornan, mumping 
young | Sair, ſore or begging ja 
Ruſhy, ruſhy, or Sets, the ſtripes, or Scrimp, ill provi- 
grown over with rows of colours in ded 
ruſhes | weaving Scrimpit ſtinted 
Raſhes, ruſhes Siller, filver Sindle, ſeldom 
Roos d, prais dd Spraigns, ſtripes, Siccan, ſuch-like 
Rouſted, grown or rows Slavering, drivel- | 
ſtiff or ruſty Shave, a ſlice ling, or flobber- 
Rew, to repeat, re- Singand, finging ing a 
lent Stra k, ſtruc Snaw-halls, jokes 
Rowt, to low, or Scart, to ſcrape, Swith, ſoon, ſwift- ; 
make a great allo to ſcratch ly 
noiſe f | Skaith, loſs, da- Shoon, ſhoes 
Rondes, a hard mage Stang, ſtung | 
name Scads, ſcalds Swaird, the ſurface 
Rock, a diſtaff Sald, ſold of the graſs 
Rever, rover, or Seething, boiling Stanes, ſtones 
pyrate | Stend, to take long Stap, ſtop ; 
— Rucks, ricks ſteps San, ſowa 
Reck, ſmoke Stent, to tax; alſo Sinceſyne ever fince 
Roove, confirm or to ſtint Sakeleſs, forſaken, 
rivet Scot'd, threatened -_ deſtitute of friends 
S Sled, fledge -  Staw, ftolen, 
- SALL, ſhall Sung, ſing'd  Skelpit, to be ſlapt, 
Saughs, willow-= Snuff! piſh! alſo or whipt on the 
trees do take ſnuff poſteriors 


Steelæ 


_— T1 


„% woe. 
F doe, 200 .,.- - Wins, gains 
' TENTING, ten- Tuilzie, a broil, al- Woo, wood, alſo 


- ding... © ſo to quarrel © court 28 
Thrawart, croſs, or To win d, flap'd, Will. fire, wild-fire 
z .....-:- Tv. _ . the choice _ 
| Thale, endure, ſu UNLIKELY, un- Witherſhins, to 
er 8 


: 32388 un- move contrary ways 


Till, to ſeemly, impro- Warlock, wizzard . 
Tad, told ' © bable | Woil, well 2 
Tine loſt Unko, ſtrangely, Wae, woe; alſo 

hrieveleſs, tri - wonderfully; ſorrowfu!l 

Aing, needleſs ' ſtrange, won- Wife, old woman 
Trow, to know _. derful © _ Whyte, blame 

to believe Vaſonſy, unlucky, Wrang, wrong 

Tak, to take diabolical Weſtnin, weſtern 

Tane, taken Unſcrapit, filthy, Whinns, furze 
Twa, two _ or what wants Whaſe, whoſe 

Tent, to take no- —_— Whiſht! huſh ! 

tice of, to watch, V Wimpled, intricate 
= obſerve, or re- VIRLES, rings Was, Wales 
mark Viſſy, to take a Warſt, worſt 


zadog vier,  _ Wow: ſtrange! 
ſpruce, clean 8 Winna, will not | 


Tarrows, loats WARLDLV, Wond, wound up 


Tether-ftake, hal- worldl7 or wrapt roun 
ter-ſtae Winſome, engag- with any thing 
Thae, theſe ing, delight- Ware, to expend, 

Thirle, thrill ful | lay out, to fift, to 

Tyne, to looſe Wathers, wethers pump out a ſecret 

Trone, the name of Wad, would Withoutten, withe 

a particular place Wha, who © __ out | X 
; hack, thatch Wat, wot Warna what's, no. 
Taids, toads Whinging, whin- body knows what 
Than, then eig Win, to dwell 

Thrang, the crowd, Wiſt, knew  -Wrights, joiners 

or throng Waff, lonely” Woodly, r 

Titty, ffter Wi; wit! RY 

Taſs, acup Wie, little YOWL'D, howl'd 

Thow, to thaw, or Wood, mad ont, beyond _ 

melt _. Wordy, worthy Yelping, uſed to ex- 

The, the: Wimpling, wind- preſs the noiſe 

Tryſt, appoint- ling made by the bark - 


ment, to appoint , Wark, work ing of a puppy, 


Tocher, Tocher- Whirles, eddies or the crying of 
good, 7. Whilk, ION. „ 
tion, a fortune Wean, chi'd Youdith, youth 
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